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DEDICATION. 

TO 

MBa BULWER LYTTON, 



XmBWORTH PABKy HBBTi. 



Mt dsar Mother, 
I believe I owe to you the first groondwovk of 
that disposition which inclined me to Poetry; — which 
disposition, though it has not enabled me, it is troe, to 
make much pn^ciency in the " Divine Art," has never- 
theless given me many hours I should be loath to forget, 
and many feelings which I would not willingly believe 
have been altogether fostered in vain. I am not one of 
those who imagine ('* whatever dark thoughts some men 
in their cells may sit brooding upon,"*) that an early love 
for Poetiy engenders a melancholy temperameiit, or 
unfits us, mdess exclusively indulged, for the habits 
of common life: many sentiments it may and does 
indeed excite within us, that rise beyona the beaten 
track of existence — sentiments which struggle not 
against the laudable action, but the low desires and de- 
fihng contagion of the world. But I hold, that while 
such sentiments are calculated to exalt our future cha- 
racter, they also multiply, even in refining, the sources 
of our future enjoyment. Not laying claim myself to 
the attributes of the poet, but clinging fast to that love 
and disposition to poetry which I have thus cbaracter- 

* Cndworth's InteUectoal System, toL i. 
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ir PEMOATION. 

ized, and remembering that such inclinations I owe to 
the interest for poetry you were accustomed to excite in 
me when a chUd, and the patient indulgence you ac- 
corded to my own boyish imitations, I feel that this 
volume, containing the only verses I have written with 
the experience and forethought of manhood, can be de- 
dicated to no one so well as to yourself. Did I anticipate, 
did I even think it remotely probable, that this attempt 
in poetry would be hereafter repeated, I own that I 
would defer the offering till it assumed a character more 
consonant to your taste, and loftier in itself. For we 
must warmly embrace public motives, in order to feel 
with what dignity and what justice Satire can defend 
herself; in order to look beyond her external levity to 
lier latent moral, and to see in her personalities and 
her assaults, not rancour to individuals, but ardour for 
a cause. « 

At 2L moment, if not in times, certainly not propitious 
to poetry, and conscious, deeply and sincerely con- 
scious as I am of the weakness of my own attempts, 
it would be to surpass the sanguineness of authorship 
to anticipate success. Could I dare to do so, no feel- 
ing in that success would be so sweet to my ambition 
as the feeling of the satisfaction it would give to your- 
self, and of the increased value which such success 
would impart to the grateful offering of one, whose 
childhood younursed with so tender a care, whose youth 
you educated with so anxious a zeal, and whose man- 
hood you have contributed to render independent, with 
so generous and warm a friendship. 

Wishing you, my dearest Mother, long years of 
health and enjoyment^ — ^believe me 

Ever your affectionate Son, 

£!• L* B« 

January li, 1831. 
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PREFACE. 



Every one knows the story of a certain Divine, who, 
on beginning the church service, found himself without 
a congregation; and turning to his clerk Roger, ad- 
dressed him with " Dearly beloved Roger,** &c. An 
author, now-a-days, in prefacing a volume of Poetry, 
finds himself a little in the situation of the Divine : aad 
the individual who composes his audience — ^the solitary 
Roger whom he can address — ^is his Publisher ! 

Nevertheless, my dear Publishers, I do not think it 
is quite true (however warmly disappointed Poets, and 
your yet more disappointed brethren, may assert the 
fact), that no poetry, whatsoever na^^y be its nature, 
will attcact the popular taste of the present age: still 
less, indeed, do I incline to the opinion of those indeli- 
cate and unfeeling critics who assert, with no excusable 
incivility, that any poetry, if it be very good, will find 
an equally hearty welcome, whatever be the time of its 
appearance. Glancing first towards the latter opinion, 
I think we shall observe that after the death of any 
pre-eminently popular poet, there is always a sudden, 
yet a long-continued coolness to the art, which his ad- 
mirers seem to imagine has expired with himself. Not 
only the new aspirant, but the poet of established cele- 
brity, is mortified by indifference ; and discovers that 
the broader fame wiiich perhaps he thought oversha- 
dowed, on the contrary, protected his renown. Since 
the death of Lord Byron, the poetry of Moore, the 
friend of the deceased, or of Southey the antagonist 
has thus seemed to be less eageiiy sought for than 
during the lifetime of that extraordinary man, when his 
genius or his faults were the theme of every literary 
conversation, and the claims of his contemporaries were 

Aa 
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brongfat forward to iUustrafce^ to lesseo, or to contrast toi 
merits of the popular idol. ' I apprehend that the same 
ckcumstances ivill apjdy to every more exciting species 
of literature ; and had the world lost the author of 
^ Wayerley'' at the time when the fullest splendour of 
his celebrity was calling forth a race of no unnoticed 
emulatorsy the whole tribe of historical^ or even of 
Scottish novelists would suddenly have sunk into that 
class of writers, to whose claims the public would have 
lent the least courteous attention. A great literary 
man nMuntftinfi in esteem the whole respectable part of 
his fraternity, and when he dies they share the same 
fate as the friends of a savage chief, wh(Mnhis country- 
men immolate upon his tomb. 

If, my dear Publishers, we shall find, on an attentive 
recurrence to literary history, that this observation is 
not without truth in general, &ere was that in the parti- 
cular instance of Lord Byron which would heighten, 
perhaps beyond a precedent, the indifference towards 
the art which had lost so eminent a master. For it is 
superfluous to say, that no poet ever created so feverish 
and so unhealthy an interest in the popular mind ; and 
that the subsequent languor and relaxation would neces- 
sarily be proportioned to the excitement they succeeded. 
The poetry itself, too, of Lord Byron is of a heated and 
exaggerated character ; and his genius so long taught 
the public to consider stimulants as a legitimate diet, 
that wh^, on the one hand, no succeeding poet could 
surpass .the excitation which he maintained; so, on the 
other hand, any simpler — I was about to say any more 
natural — school of poetry might reasonably be expected 
to ai^ar commonplace and insipid, n 

Again, too, while the public, fascinated by the bril'* 
liancy of a bold and uncommon genius, grow wedded 
to his i^le — even to his faults — ^y resent with pecu- 
liar ccmtismnt any resemblance to the object of an admi- 
ration which they affect to fffeserve as an exclusive 
worship. And yet how few can escape from a seem* 
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iBgiiiiitatioii, whidi in reality is nodung more than te 
tone of the age in which they live; and though skhw 
taiphatioally noted in the most popular poet, than in 
\m less forUmate contemporaries, ht also was influenced 
byv mstead of creating. Thus it may be no paradox 
to say, that a new poet has of late incurred condemu^ 
don on two grounds, both of which he must haye cbp 
joyed a peculiar felicity to escape— one lor being unlike 
Lord B3nron, the other for bemg like him. Pertiapsi 
without carrying the inquiry farther, ,we have ahready 
been enabled to see that there has been reason to be- 
lieve the times of late somewhat singularly uniatouiw 
able to poetry; and that you, my dear Publishers, have 
been fully justified, by theory as well as experience^ 
for the very cold water you have thrown iqpon all prof* 
fered speculations in a branch of business so unprofit- 
able. 

Yet, on the other hand, is it wholly trae that no 
poetry, whatever be its nature, will succeed ? And, on 
the contrary, may we not hope that the disadvantages 
we have glanced at, and with which poetry has had to 
encomiter, may have an apter reference to the period 
we have latefy passed, tlian exactly to the present! 
It is perfectly clear, that at some time or another the 
indifference towards poetry occasioned by the death or 
the absorbing g^iius of one great poet must subside into 
that Gustmnary and natural colcbess with which the 
pubUc wiU alvrays regard excursions into the hi^er 
and more arduous paths of literlUure. Why should 
this time be yet an object of dktant antieipationT 
Has not a si^cient period els^psed since the pass- 
ing away of a great man, to s^ow the feelhdgs he 
bequeathed to &ule also from that undue infiuenee 
wlieh they might at first have exercised over the po- 
pular mindt Has not a new genen^km arisen t Has 
not a new impetus been given to the age 1 Donotnew 
ledings leqpnre to be expressed! and arethetenotnew 
rea^rs tS be propitiated, who, sharing bitt in a fteUe 
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degree the former enthusiasm, will turn, nor with lan- 
guid attention, to the ^ claims of fresh aspirants ? Is 
there not truth in this ? and if so, is not the time apt 
proaching, if it be not already arrived, when a poet may 
expect no obstacle and no contention beyond those 
eternally doomed to his condition ? But then what have 
we' said — "that a new race have arisen and new feeling 
are to be expressed." A poet, therefore, -who aspires 
to reputation must be adapted to the coming age, not 
rooted to that which is already gliding away. , 

The critics err when they say that any poetry that 
is very good will succeed ; poetry, excellent — ^nay, sur- 
prising — ^is called foxth every hour, — ^yet dies instantly 
into silence. But then it is poetry which echoes a 
sound of which w^ are tired ; — ^to succeed with a new 
age, it should be of a new character. Hence it is, my 
dear Publishers, that duodecimos in stanzas, and octavos 
in heroics, slumber on your shelves — a warning to you, 
an omen to us. Hence it is, that so much genius seems 
utterly thrown away; that so many excellent verses are 
written which no one reads ; and so many pretty feel- 
ings are expressed, with which no one can sympathize. 
We all grant the talent and the power ; but they are 
wasted in delineating worn-out sentiments and imbody- 
ing reflections upon which, in the rapid career of the 
world, we have already decided. All that morbidity 
of feeling — all that gloomy repining at the ends of life 
— all that affectation to be above the aims and detached 
fix)m the intere&ts of our fellow-creatures ; all such un- 
wholesome sentimentalities and tumid weaknesses, dia- 
racteristic of a departing age,, do not distinguish the 
rising. Many among the elder part of the literary 
world may indeed still consider them the components 
of a deep philosophy, or the signs of a superior mind. 
But the young have, I am persuaded, formed a nobler 
estimate of life, and a habit of reasoning, atonee foil|id6d 
upcm a homelier sense, and yet ai^king to more ele* 
vated conclusions. ^ 



PREFACE. IX 

' What feelings may have succeeded the artificial sen- 
timents that have withered, and which poets daily rise 
#address, and sink into ohlivionfor addressing in vain, — 
or what reception the world may give to the poet who 
is the first to enter deeply into those feelings, and ex- 
press them first, — ^remains for men more gifted and more 
zealous than myself to discover. 

The poem which forms the staple of this volume 
addresses itself to the humours rath^ than to the pas- 
sions of men. Chiefly of a comic and of a lightly 
satiric nature, it makes little pretence to those provinces 
to which the ambition of poets is usually directed* 
And, for my own part, even if I possessed far higher 
endowments for poetry — ^far wannei; inclinations to- 
wards it than I ever, in my youngest days of inexpe- 
rience, imagined I possessed — I own my behef that I 
have lived too immediately in that day with the style 
of which the world has grown weary, not to be imbued 
in the graver school of poetry with the very faults 
which I should censure in others: and imbued too 
deeply, and from too early a period, to allow much hope 
of exchanging those faults for faults of a more inno- 
vating and unhackneyed character. In the comic school 
it is difierent ; for the comic school has been httle cul- 
tivated in this country ; and originality in that depart- 
ment is therefore easier than in one more severe, and 
yet seemingly more inviting to disciples. If I have now 
accomplished something which, though a tale and a 
satire, is yet not evidently plagiarized either from 
Byion or from Butler — if without that wearisome 
straining for novelty in detail, which so rarely leads to 
any thing better than afiectation-v^the matter and the 
manner be not, on the whdie, without some claim to 
originality — ^then shall I be ftdly satisfied. That you, 
my dear Publishers, may be fully satisfied also is a 
matter equally desirable, but a little more difficult to 
effect! 



The above observatioiiB were written some moiilhs 
ago; smce th^ithe aspect (^ the times has grown more 
riaMj dark and troubled; and the pdblic, occupied 
with events of stirring moment, have noW some solid 
reason tabe less than ever disposed towards '^ the re- 
creations of the pleasant loiterer, Poesy*" Were this 
poem pf more value, and of a different nature, I should 
delay its- appearance to a less unpropitious mom^it. I 
feel, indeed, a little ashamed to produce, at such timesy 
any thing not more intimately connected with the great 
causes which now (in the exaggeration of no metaphiHr) 
agitate the wcnrld. But the crop has been sown, and 
has ripened, and may stand no longer : in Other words, 
so much of any little attraction my poem may possess 
depends upon the aptness of its allusions to the present 
day, that in the present day it must sed£ its fortune. If 
it have other merit, indeed, the temporary neglect for 
which I am prepared cannot become a permanent obli^ 
vion. Without referring to posterity — ^that last and 
most perilous appeal of the neglected — a court to which, 
at this moment, I have not the temerity or the vanity to 
subject so unimportant a cause — ^there is yet a lesser 
and an intermediate tribunal. No man's real reputa- 
tion, small or great, is made by his exact contempora- 
ries: it is the generation succeeding, yet witnessing his 
own — ^the generation some eight or ten years his junior 
— by which he is tried. To that generation — ^not in 
the spirit of dejection or of boasting — ^but as the first 
fair and dispassionate tribunal I can obtain,! confide the 
fate oi this woi^ and of those which, in humbler prose, 
have been, fircmi the first to the latest, actuated by ^e 
same objects— objects that may keqp alive in me, in- 
deed, ihe love of Fame; but which yet can odnsde nie« 
ifl am forbidden to attain it. 
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BOOK THE FIRST. 



INTRODUCTORY LINES TO BOOK THE FIRST. 



TO CAPTAIN BASIL HALL, R.N., Ac Ac. 

While Soyereigns — sare oar lojal Sire, 

Who justly has become the 
Are goods that hare begun to tire 

The humours of the ripening Age ; 
While— thanks to whiskered peers* — ^the clown 

In print, at least, can play .the rover — 
Cross seas whose depth can never drown. 

And shores imtrod— in Truth discover ; 
While ermined ** Influencb" half«forsakes 

Her flock to no contemn'd attacks ; 
While Pelham for his boroughs quakes, 

And Jersey trembles for ^ Almack's ;" 
While thus the old world ; — Captain Hall 

Writes foolish books about the new-^* 
Weeps tears of ink when despots fall, 

And damns poor Murray's lost Review. 
O ! model of die travelling tribe. 

Though homage Satire always pays ill. 
She must, with great respect, inscribe 
- This book to you, illustrious Basil ! 
How well you scourge the Yankee race— - 

Their codes uncouth, their garbs unsightly ; — 

* flee a certain aiieecli of Lord WUtos, in wUeh tlie people an nid to 
oine tlMir knowledce pUie AAMoeraey. It io Tory tnw !— 4lieir knowMft 
or taxes! 
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Should Yankees answer, — ^in their face 

You smile your wise contempt politely.* 
How well you show, O sapient bore ! 

The curse from taxes to be free ; — 
And prop the parsons with *' one more 

Apt illustration from the sea."t 
If he be great who nobly dares 
» The greatest things with least resoiurces. 
Oh ! who, most learned Hall, compares 

With you his courage — and his forces 1 
You ridicule a mighty state, 

Without a grain of wit for satire ; 
On knottiest points, with ease debate, 

Without one just thought on the matter ; 
With scarce the Traveller's art to gaze. 

You ape the Sage's to distinguish— 
And while dear England's laws you praise. 

You quite forget the laws of English. 
Ev'n now, while Freedom through the lands 

Sweeps gathering on — behold in all ^ 

His might— -on Murray's counter stands 

And fires his popgun — Captain Hall I 
'T is said when famed Alcides slew 

The earth's dread son — ^that Slumber bound him — % 

* "In short, said I, unable to suppress a smile."— ^aZr« TYavels in North 
AmericOy vol. iii. p. 411. "I merely smiled, and said nothing." •*****« The 
lady's suspicions instantly took fire, on seeing the expression of my connte- 
nance." — Ibidj vol. i. p. 110. A nice, agreeable fellow, for a disputant or a guest 1 

t " To borrow one more illustration from the sea| I should say, that the 
Established Church may be compared to the rudder, and the country, with its 
multifarious arrangements of society, to the ship," &c. — Ibid, vol. iii. p. 405. 

This charming metaphor occurs in the mo8t entertaining conversation ima- 
ginable. Captain H., resolved to prove the blessiugs of an aristocracy, rotten 
boroughs, tithes, and lord— I beg pardon — the devil knows what ! sets up an 
unfortunate Yankee, by way of an argumentative ninepin. Away bowls the 
Captain, blunder after blunder, folly after folly, as glibly as possible ; and not 
a syllable of rational defence, ever by accident, comes out of the mouth of the 
ninepin. I cannot say whether a fltll-grown American could have answered 
Captain H. ; but I know, that an English boy of ten years old, with a tolerable 
private education, would have been a great deal too much for him. 

t Tliere is an old tradition, that when Hercules (the great reformer of the 
ancient world) had conquered the giant AntsBus — (a sort of Charles the Tenth) 
-^he fell asleep in the libyan desert, and was suddenly awakened by an attack 
of the Pigmies. — 
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The hero woke — attacked anew—- 

And saw — the tribe of pigmiks round him ! 
So Truth some mighty victory gains — 

And lo, the Dwarfs rush out to seize her ! 
The Giant crushed — there still remains 

Some tribe of Halls that can but tease her ! 
But from the Traveller now we turn 

One moment to address the Reader ; 
To him ev'n Satire's self must learn 

To sink the accuser in the Pleader. 
Forgive a Muse who long hath dwelt 

fVom ladies of her tribe too distant, 
Nor leam'd how like thoughts never felt, 

To things that never were existent.* 
She is not privileged to prose — 

Let finer bards aspire to weary us ; 
Most humUy she resigns to those. 

The misanthropic and mysterious. 
And if she breathe a truth, at times. 

She doth but rarely seek to quarrel ; 
She strains the Reason through the Rhymes, 

And weaves the smile into the moraL 

A firiend to Wisdom, not to Schools-^ 

Let Dreamers into sects enlist 'em ; 
For me — at times, if with the fools — 

•T is not the folly of a system.! 
Be mine to hover round the heart. 

To warn — ^to warm you by a word— 
And while I mock the Leader's art,-— 

To shun the livery of tbe Herd ! 

* A Twy (dever Author of the day said to me once, speaking of tbB preea nl 
dMENMier of poetical almilea, that they had only one fhiil»--<liat of eomparing 
wtat one had never eeen, to what one had never heard oi 

t «Tbe moat ingeniooa way of beooming (boUiliis bj a ayBtem."— Sikytot- 
iury, JLtfvice to an Aiakor, 



BOOK THE FIRST. 



CHAPTER I 



ARGUMENT. 

The introdaction of Ur. Fiam^De*cripCktii of the personal attitelioiui of thai 

Katleman— The improper negligoace of his lady— The birth of oar hor oes 
le bustle it ocoasioiw— The hypocrisies of name— The resignatitm of cler- 
gymen, dbc— Aristotle wrong—* The dangw the Twins inoor—Tbeir deli> 
veranoe. 
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* CHAPTER I. 

hf Baneok,* — all the world must know 

Bancok^s the Cs^ital of Siani^ 
There Ihred, not quite an age ago, 

A gentleman, whose name was Flam. 
Of moderate sense and decent fortune. 
He ne'er had need his friends to importune r 
He asked them not to dothe or board him. 
And therefore all his friends adored him i 
For Bancok is a place where you, 

If rich, have love enough to sate you ; 
But only ask them for a sous^ 

And, *gad ! how bitterly they hato you ! 

Oar Flam was a handsome fellow. 
His nose was flkt, his sUn was yellow; . 
Tho' Mack hin locks, witk troth you 'd swear 
His teeth were Uacker thatt his haic ; 
He might have seemied A^^oUo's gnmdaoH^ 
And bonie thebdlfroin Qok)nd.Aa»MiB»t' 

But, spite of this surpassin§ tmssfiift 
His wife had quite /Ni^ her dnfif ; 
And (the* Hwas twentyyears ago, 

Since maniage first had jdiiM l&epftbr)' ' 
8be ne^er bad managed ta liesliMir 

Vjfcm tills charming qxrase an heir. 
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Now thif negfect was aught but proper. 
And half her friends began to drop her. 

At length (it was one Yan'-a-thed)^^ 
Our dame was fairly brought to bed ; 
And— -better day the better deed — 

T* atone for all her former sins. 
To Fiam she to-day decre^ed ^ • 

The kind gratui^ of Twins. 

So far, so good ! the Siam nation . 

Is somewhat thin of population ; 

And (there, as here, two sects are clamorqus, 

The Economic and the Amorous) 

It.must hare charmed the Siam Saddlers,t 

This doubling on the Malthus Twaddlers ! , 

But, all ! — the worst 's to come ! — ^for Fate 

Her boon with bane will ever mate, 

And often with her childish antics 

The fahest hope of mortal man tricks ; 

So now she, by a bony tether, ^ 

Joined breast to breast-^our Twins together 

This freak of Mrs. Fate*s, I fear, 

Would nowhere give mueh satisfaction, 
But really — as enacted here— 

It was a most flagitious aetbn. 
For — reader— -not like us ! the way 

At Bancok *s always to look down on 
liVha:teYer Nature may betray 

1^ fflnallest [Hreresohre to down on. 

1 leave you to ooncehre die scene ! 
The Siam parson's face serene: 

* Sonday. 
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(PanKms pomsesB in eireiy nation 
That greatest virtue^ resignation ! 
They also boast— there 's no concealing^ 
A rery l&eral turn of feeling, 
Which makes that virtue always shown 
In ffour afflictibns-^not their own !) 
The witch-read midwife's hint of awe ; 
The posed look of the man of law ; 
The wonder of tiie startled nurses ; 
' And the smote fatiier's stifled cmves ;— ^ 
Until at lengtii he sinks him down, 
Witii moving tip, but moveless £rown ; 
Familiar footsteps pass him by — 
Their forms are glassed not on his eye ; 
And v(Hces merge in clamour near ; 
But sense Bes locked witiiin his ear. 

So sat he in a marble grieving^^ 
The comic of the crowd retieving ; 
And, proving the old dogma wrcmg. 
That naught of grief can weU belong* 
To scenes where gayer verse makes rife 
Theliumour andtiie farce of life. 

Meanwhile, of course, with kindly chatter* 
Comes half ihe town to learn the matter ; 
His limch— -(cold pigf)— ^the gourmand quits, 
The very cooks desert their spits. 
The Ava soldier bred to dangers, 
The Cochinese who lives on strangers^-^ 
** So great the infection soft" — have caught it, 
And cry — ** Poqr Fiam I who'd have thought it f* 

Though all tinravel — ^no one blames 
The small hypocrisies of names ; 

t rig and daekt an ttie ftroorlte Ibod of the flIaiBMe. 
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When Grief's so great we Vr reallj dank tfm% . 
Gkurrolity is christened **C<m^br( P 
And all the Paul Prys of the eity 
Indulge thdr vice,and style it-— ^ Pi^ 1^ 

-^But on a concluall uncaress'd 

The new-bom Infants lay, 
I And not one dusky gossip Uess'd 

Their entrance into day. 
And yet no rude or yulgar grace 

You might in their repose deseiji 
And each to each in.dose embrace 

They nestled tenderly. 

As if they felt the rode world roui|^ 

Already on their being frown'd,/ # 

And knew that some strange spell had hung 

A blot upon a brother's name. 
Yet made the tie to which they ching 

No less their shelter dian their sl^me ! 



Andnow aIlVhush'd!«^-aeertaki stSl awes 
The motley crowd ; they'gaase on eadi 
With a quick, meaning eye> — but speedh 
lies stifled with a numbii^ feav ! 

A single ¥oiee appals the ear^ 
And te]ls-*-4)ut with a whisked breadi-*-* 
^ How easy is an infuit's death. 

* And thajt we only do fulfil laws 

* Giren by nature— 4o deny ' 

* Life to ihe wretched things tihat mock 
« Nature t^teiself !'«—^ 

Then suddenly 
There ran a diill electric shock 
lliro* every woman there whose bro^dt 
The S(^ lips of a babe had pressM; 
Rit she who ipake— an aged crottfr^ 
The mother's love had neyer known I 
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The go68^ eeiin«b( luni jottniq^ wmk 
Thii ■iiiiiiBi e flf Imt ivonb -wat cnr^ipiig 

Slowly but awfe i i Ih ron^iogljfligfet 

And m tlie pwe» aadthio' the dhtii;. 
You heard the mothei?^ qniel wisepiiif • 

Out rtof a thaip and wafiaif ory 

From wbom the Twins were h^ 
And from their iret and genliestfileeping 

They woke to earth and p«i»! 

As snows that m some deep rarifeit 

lie motionless and dumb, 
Till at a signal from the beam — 
Some chann'd Toiee frcmi die sun-^^^diey 
To wilry <rild ifl^ — from a dream. 
And changing as they wake — the steep 
Beholds the transformed torrents sweep. 

And conquer as they come ; 
Hius, when that signal ery. arose; 
Straight from the irarmed and melting snows 
The Waters of ilsep tore awoke !— * 
To life the Mighty Instkiet bipoke, 
And wild and thriUiiig thrpugh the orewd, 
A Mother's soul speaks out aloud— 

^*My children — ^th^ are mine P 

And weird, and gh9at, and desolate 

That sound ef woman's deepest fesff 

Rung on the humbled father's 0ar ; 
Where, dea^emng thought m f^oom^be sat 
With downcast «y^ that loa^tod to see, 
And numb hands dropping on his knee ; 
And, as a voice Aat bom the skies 
Bids om the igrf¥e hath housed 
He rose: the crowd on either side 
Fell back; sound aiM»vered aoti^s stride. 
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He reach'd the eradled pair-*-iio word. 

No breath froai that fansh'd crowd was keaid>^ 

The mother stretched her ams^ but idie 

Read not the features from her turning, 
Nor dream'd that there, ail yisibly 

His heart was to the new-born yeahmig. 
She gazed — the pause she could not break ; 
She gazed — the very power to shriek 

Those parted lips fimook. 
And inlhose eyes as in a mirror, 
Nature beheld herself in Terror I 

But with a fixed and gentle look 

And trembling clasp, the father took 
His children :-r4o her side he came 
And breathed — ^yet scarcely breathed — ^her jame. 
But not another word he said,-^ 
That whisper had exorcised Dread. 

Lo ! on her breast the Twins !-— and there 

They climg, and sought for food. 
And with fast-dropping eyes— -the paix 

The bending mc^er view'd. 
And, every motnent, you might see 
She claspM them more convulsively ; 
Looked wildly on the faces nesor. 
Looked — ^lost — ^yet doubting turned to fear 1 
Then as below her glance she cast. 
Forgot — ^in shuddering o*er — ^the past ! 
With folded arms and tearful smile 

There staaids the touched and silent Father $ 
And hushed and mdted round, the while. 

The wondering gossips gaze and gather. 
And thus, our Twins were saved to flow 

Thro' Time's far stream iii rhyme and gloiy. 
And inch by inch together grow. 

The heroes of an English story. 
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ARGUMENT. 

Thtt diaiimiUrtty of diipoiitioii maniflMte^by the Twiot as tiiey'giow 
Tbttir malipl«Mi«ltiMmo»-nA. ttetdtt of MMft of the iacoiiTeniencMi attcibd* 
ant apoQ « tfoliMe iilb-^The Inlroduetloa of Mi^ HodgM ; the TaloaUe tnitlw 
diaooferad by that great traveller, as solely indigehous to gtom— The uo- 
graeuNia reeeptioa expoienoed by Mr. Hoidgea, la his aeal to lefbnn the 
Bancok aobUmen^Hia puUic-apdrited resolution ; his harengue. and tfaa 
CMiniToeal honoors wherewHh it Is lewuded— The dangers of haTmg gveal- 
neas Uumat npon us exemplified by a certain fUl— The influence whleh the 
eonsequenees of that fhll exercise orstt Chang and ChlDg— SUBttB» wbiflh 
oonclodea thfachapter. - ' 
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GHAPTEB IL 

I THINK, my own bdored Hehetivst . 
Your reasoning was less soimd than qpeciooSf 
When you averred, boweVr the frame 
Varied — all minds were made the same ; 
That ereiy colouring or fradi^ioiif 
Was bat ^ effect df ediicatioD, 
And reai'd alike, there had been no 
DiffiBrnee 'twixt I^MTu^ HuDe and JW / 

I think H 13 clear, my Twins, who ne'er 

A moment could be sq>arated, 
Must almost every ii^uence* share 

That e'er to either might be fated ; 
And httle to the one or odier 
Could happen, nor affect the brother. 
And yet they were as ratkch diseimflmr 
As ever Honesty and Miller ase ; 
For me, I have the tSfpurzheim mania, 
And trace the mystery to their <»rania« 

Now (me-— but first — a slrioiis thing 

To choose-— i^xm their names we waiver^- 

Tisdcme! die gayer 's Master C^ung— 
And Maslnr Chang fdiall be the grater* 

Now Chang was slow, he leam'd his leUers 
Ab if his memory moved in fetters. 
Crippled Ins pace, and made him gain 
The goal of Knowledge grain by grain ; 
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Yet must youxuH believe at once. 

That Chang was therefore quite a dunce ; 

His memory, like a trusty hound* 

Swept, gathering rigour, o'er the ground ; 

Was firm of foot, and sure of breath, 

And ne'er done up be£>re the death. 

Besides, he waei a deep reflector, 

A silent, but a shrewd inspector ; 

And early loved* with patient ken, 

To piy into the hearts of men ; 

Often — awhile Ghing good things was saying. 

Or noisily at draughts was pla3dng ; 

Oflen for hours he sat*-so mute. 

You 'd thought some hand from stone had shaped hinit 
Yet not a wrinkle in your boot, 

A twinkle of your eye escaped him: 
Nor did whatever he might discover. 

Content, or for a whfle relax him. 
But still the shell was brooded over, 

Until it burst into a maxim. 
His mind thus slowly gathered matter. 
Which musing sharpened into 8atire ; 
I own I think that the sagacious 
Are very seldom found loquacious ; 
Balbutius may at times abash us : 
But— oh ! the mute bite of a Cassius ! 

But Ching was hasty, quick, and clever. 
His soul's glad stream flowed out for ever ; 
He leam'd his tasks by glancing o'er them, 
(Though not, like, Chang, with care to store them), 
He loved his jest, although a sad one. 
Nor shunn'd a bottle, though forbade (me ; 
He swore that thought was made for asae^, 
And talked already of the lasses. 



Chang, though anstere, was mild in bearingy 

Calm as a smile fttmi Lady Bmy; 
But Ching perpetually wa$ swearingy 

And fidgeting himself to fury. 
Yet Chinas wrath bore not au^t unpleafanty 
Was up, and o'er, quite effervesoenti 
No more conceiving of revenge, 
Than Siam's masons of Stonehenge ; 
While rarely Chang, once roused, forgave-* 

But watched Ins moment to retaliate ; 
No naturelike the still andgrave, 

To form-^reserte— -cdilect — «nd rally hate 1 
Again— Chang's temper was devout. 

So long he prayed— I wish you M seen it— 
But Ching, gay wretch ! seem*d half without 

A single sound religious tenet ; ^ 
Nay, plaint truths, he cdled too mystical, 
And laughed at Chang as methodisticaL 

However, Custom softens down 
The small asperities that gall us, 

And Interest, to ourselves unknown, 
Will still unto herself enthral us ; 
Thus Chang, and Ching, who early saw 
'T was vain two hostile ways to draw. 
Did from their differing minds distil 
The spirit of a common will ; 
And by a compact of compliance, 
They bade their very fate defiance : 
Just like one fledi where'er they went— or 
Dove-tail'd 1^ man and horse in Centaur; - 
Or like Sir Thomas Brown and wife,* 
Who were so suited to the life, 

• or tldi ptir tt If nld, tlnit Um » l^ir WM oTsMh adminblt lyiHiM^^ 
mnfftkm to bar wortlqr liMbuid,tfeai tbgj wn rnti, to ooow londwi' ter « 
BM of natural flMf'MtitiR.'' 
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So dogely Imit ■ mo finee hxmk^Maxh 
It BeetoM like "^ Natural Msgneliftm.'*—? 
And vet that good--4bat great Sir ThPiBaf, 

WP^iarriage once so much displeaaey 
He wisifil to take it wholl}r from oft, 

And let'ns— stock ihe worid— ^« Uke trees.^* 

Yet spite of yieldiBf ^us mechaoicalfyf 
To aught their fonns es|oined t}nrauiimfiaU}r, 
Their minds (tho' deenung that existeoee 
Itself was linked with Bon-recastaDee) 
Would ^gailisi fte yoke soiaetimeA be strainiiif « 
And chafe — altho' wkhoot cjompbuniag* 

In truth, if difierenees of lempeo* 
The bliss of oommoa twins scarce dodUe ; sooie 

To Chang and CJ^ing, €<mfU8clt sempeff 
Must needs be stogulaily troublesome. 
For, when grave C^MOig in pensive mdod. 

Himself without the door was smunag. 
Gay Ching some paltry insect viewed^ 

And whisk'd his brother into nmiuBg ; 
And when with some ccmgenial gang 

Gay Ching was playing on the road^^a 
Pious humour seized on. Chang, 

Who stalked him into a pagoda ! 
T was drpll to note Changes dolefoi eyes, 
In sad pursuit of butterflies ; 
And see of mirth that cynic seomer, 
Whirl'd like adry leaf round the corner 1 
Nor less io mariiL poor Ching, seiev'd fiztn On 
His seat, bemorated with a sermoiit 
Qr nail'd fox hours to hear debate yoor 
Siamese seers on '^JTumaniVa^fie.'' 

^ flbr nomas Browne, autborof the " Eeligio HcMfiei,^ lamenU paUtetictttf , 
fliat we cannot perpetuate the world Uke treea. Tntlsr be waa a great aiaa.— 
•ee B/eUgioMedici, part ti. aect 8. 
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Our brothers bow were in their teene. 
When Id ! a stranger on our scenes ; 
Hedges, the member of a missionv ^, ^ 

To probe the Slam trade's conditi<m» > ' 

In part a saint, in part a patriot, 

He thought iu guilt, an^ grie^ as PatmiM* et« 
** B<Hne was not Rome," d^ eyery state riot, 

Except in happy England's atmosphere. 
There all was virtue, freedom, bravery ; 
Without^ all ignorsmee, crime, and slavery* 
Perhaps he thought with old Fitzstephea,t 
Our air possessed some HeaveBly leaveni 
And that a moM manna &lls' 
From those sweet fogs that cap St Pau(%. 
His tour to Siam, from Oporto, 
Is publishM in three volumes quasto ; 
From these you 11 learn, if you will boy 'em, 
Some facts peculiar quite to Siam. 
He says (no wonder he was snutten 
With things so opposite in Britain) 
That Bancok's polished aristocracy 
Have no great love for die democracy ; 
Are sometimes proud, and overbearing. 

Nor vasdy for one's feeling caring4 
.f Strange is this fact — nor less to find. 

That dirough the Siamese dominion 
Religion in effect 's confined 

Almost entirely to opinion ;$ 

* Whktar tlM RomaiMi -wtn aoeustomed tobanish tbeir eriodnabi. 



t WiUiaBiFltMtepfaeii, writing in tbe reign of Henry n.» aoeovats tu (b* 
fOOdiiewortbelA>nd<m people, by tiieatmoepberic properties. "IliecaliniMW 
«r 'tiw air Qm Mye) dota moUify nioi*8 minds, not comipdnff flieai, 4bo.. b«t 
lifum f !■£ th«n mmi wnm and mde bebavioiir, and aeiifloiiiuc tfaen witili a 
■MM kfaM and ftee temper." 

t Mr. flBlayson, in bis aeeoant of tbe ndaaion to Siam, oeonlaina of tbe 
•** «Aaiiv« eoarseness," tbe ** raanilbflt disregard to tbe telinfa of otben," and 
tlie^ arrogance nnboanded" of the bigbest ranks in nam. Bow grateM 
oii^t to be tbat tbese Aralts are do pecoUar to flw «ristociaey 



4 '*Tbs peofde are govmmed by opinion absurd and nnfnafc-HMit bv nm 
by ■— e or by kkMliMas."~^ViU«yMii^s Mi$sim». toSUoL Bftikng iOtfi^ 



&6 TBS SIAHITSE TWOTS. {boOSI* 

And rarely, save by paltry fractions, 
Varies the total of their actions. 
Unlike W5— who, whate'er you say for it, 
Are really good— because we pay for it 1 
Ne'er left by Virtue in die lurch 
But bolstered up by mother Church, 
And cured of evils (in which writhes 
Poor Siam) — by a -dose of tithes. 
He also saw the poor were poor. 
That pockets were not quite secure ;* — , 
Th0 court in naught beside sagacious. 
Was far too knowing-^^i^when rapacious ; 
Both sexes too did oft incline awry 
To penchants for display and finery ;t 
He saw, with many tears, moreover, 
That lords and ladies lived in clover. 
And in an idle vegetation, 
Produced not sixpence to the nation.:^ 
Things, so unlike the things in Europe, 
The good man warmly did to cure hope, 

ward of the Theism of the Chinese, this ffeDtleman obeeiTes, " that it'ajfetn 
to have no effect whateoerer on thar c(mauct.''>-0 things rare and stranfe !-~ 
How odd must be tliat people who are governed by absttrd <^)biion !--%ow 
solitary in the world must be that r^igion which does not influence condnet !— 
The excellent Buchanan, in those articles in the " Asiatic Researches," so really 
yaluable, entitled " On the Literature and Religion of the Burmese," hath 
piBoeded Mr. Finlayaon in the merit of one of his observations.—** It mnsi bet 
however^confessed," saith he, " that the practice of nxmUity among tlM Bonnas 
is by no means so correct as might be perh^;)s expected among a people whose 
religious opinions have such an apparent tendency to virtne !**— Aia»! the 
day is yet to oofne, all over the world, when our conduct shall obey our n^ 
gious qfiinions ! 

* From beggary— a sort of polite theft jmustised unong the nobility, cieigy. 
and gimtry of Siam, sometmng like subscriptions here. Plain theft and 
proftirional beggary, thanks to a population not tegulated by the desires <^1&. 
Baijtter, are little known in the Siamese dominions. 

t With the above rare diseoveries in the Siamese character, and onioan 
anomalies in the human mind, the acute lilr. Finlayaon hath in eaqoeelal (not 
that I would diminish our obligations to Captain Crauford's laiger and, tai msny 
respects, excellent woiit) boon pleased to perplex the OMMral obsorvw, and 
supersede the labours of Momteor de la hoahin^ hitherto perhaps the very best 
traveller wh9 ever explored the East. 

t ** It is lamentable to observe how large a proportion of men in ^seovntiy 
(Co^in (^lina) are emfrioyed hn oceupationos that are totally unpn)duetive t« 
tte state, as well as subver^ve to national industry. Every pe^ mandarin Is 
attmided by a multitude of persons l^^—Finlaifsmi^s Mission, iuqqpy Burq^ 
where then are no mandarins ! 
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And vow'd he 'd turn a papist — if he 

Reform'd not Bancok in a jl%« 

But search we &om St Paul's to Siam, 

And Flower is much the same as Fiam» 

All love good eating, and good drinking—- 

All hate the trouble of much thinking ; 

And all agree, there are no fellows 

So odious, as the over-zealous. 

The Bancok lords at first were civH, 

And merely wlshM him at the devil ; 

But jQnding Hodges bent to bore, 

They clos'd the matter by the door. 

There, you must know that folks endure not. 

As here, &e evils they can cure not ; 

So some, resolved that he should vanish^ meant 

To send petitions for his banishment ; 

And Kochai Sdc^* a very bad man. 

Proposed to hang him as a madman. 

But Hodges, though so much he priaed 

Our peers — all foreign rank despised, 
Declared, with generous warmth, he thought 

T^e same the sovereign and the snob. 
And swore, since Siam must be taught ^ 

New steps — ^to lead off with the mob ! 

Aecordingly our saint one day« 
Into the market took his way, 
Climb'd on an empty tub, that o'er 

Their heads he might declaim at ease^ 
And to the rout began to roar 

In wretched Siamese. 

* Sbeliai Sabae, a Malay, or Hbonnaii, lueAii Co Us Mnpkyar (Cittaki 
OrBolbid) but a raacal in general— tlie Boat of enatnre In abort— tlat in Bag 
laod iv« aliOT;ad call— — an Agent I 
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«^ Brethren ! (for 6v«ry one 's my feIlo#, 

^ Tho* I aim white, and you are yellowt) 

*^ Brethren ! I come from landi afar 

^ To tell you all — ^what hciU you are ! 

*^ Is slavery, pray, se soft, and gl£b a lie, 

<^ That you prefer the chain to liberty ! 

^ Is Christian faith a melancholy tree, 

" That you will only sow idolatry ? 

<< Just see to what good laws can bring UuidB» 

*^ And hear an oi^ine of M England's. 

*^ Now, say if here a Icnrd should hurt y^ 

*^ Are you made whde by legal Tirtue T « 

** For ills by battery, or detraction, 

^ Say, can you bring at once your action I 

<* And are tt|e rich not much more suns 

'* To gain a verdict, than the poor ! 

" With us oHke the poor or ricfc, 

'* Peasant or prince, no matter which-*- 

** Justice to all, the law dispenses, 

" And all it costs — are the expenses ! 

*^ Here, if an elephant you slay, 

*' Your very lives the forfeit pay ; 

<( Nojsr, that 's a quid pro ^d-*4oo seri« 

** Ous muc^or beasts nature fera, 

<< With us no beast, or bsrd, is hidy— « 

** Such nonsense really seems to shame laws ! 
*' And all things wild, we , shoot at— Hsolely 

'« Subject to little hmts, call'd * Oame Lms: 
" Your parsons dun you into giving^- 
" Ours take their own — a pahry living. 
'* Each selfish wish theyni^ly stiie, . 

'^ And save our souls — ^for ifHite a tnhe. 
" Out lords are neither mean nor arrogant, 
** Nor war against broad truths by narrpw cant ; 
" Ne*er wish for perquisites, nor sinecures, 
" Nor prop^great ills, by proffering tmy cures ; 
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^ Our goods l>efoi)e ibmr o#b they rate ^bi» 
** And as for younger 80BS<'-*they hate ^epi! 
^ Tlras all our patriots are mviiuable : 
^^JLodf bless you !— *as td change of prineipb 

^ E'en if one wi^'d to choice the people^ 
«* One^s by the Iiower House j^evented; 

^ There, by aslight esp^tise of tipple, 
^ We Ve all ihe Commons representecU- 
^ And with such singular abiHty» 
^ No groat 's ere spent with inutility.* 
^ Thus do we hold both license— '-and 

*^ Despotic fetters »» Mi&rittJTi / 
** And thus, must EngkiMl ev^ stand 

«« Erect — in tr^leeqtdlibrmm ! 



** Theee are the things that best distinguish 

** These make . the glorious cboast of Engjiahmen ! 

^ More could I tell ydu, were there leisure* 

*^ But I have said enough to ^ease* sure ; 

*f Now, then, if you the resolution . 

** Take for a British Constitution, 

«* A British King, Church, Common^, Peers—* 

^ 1 11 be your guide ! dismiiss your fears* 

^ With Hampden's name and memoiy wann you! 

^ And, d— n you all — ^but I '11 reform you f 

M As for the dogs that voonH be free, 

** t(re 11 give it them most handsomely ; 

^ To church with scourge and halter leiul 'em« 

** And thrash the rascals into fre^dtHn." 

Thus Hodges spoke, and ceasing, bowed. 
Graceful as Burdett, to the crowi^ 

'* Hore.tlw orator proceeds to enlarge opoB the ezcelloit fbnnttkii of o«r 
WnWMi of OBaunocui. Bat wliy jriat his proHx puMgyrMtitJ^er tlM Duke of 
WdliMtoii*li irtSliy ealoglQin. BesidM, tiefbre this poem 9[k plllillBbed, ttMt 
IwmiM fttnttMHway Utoet to the Howee of Coamw. 
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Who, need I say, could comprehend 
No word ab avo to the end. 
But thought his accent vastly liinny, 
And hoped he meant to give them money. 
Meanwhile, one wag, a little mellow, 

Cried to hiane^bours, with a grin, 
'^ Suppose we give this charmmg fellow 

** A lift up(m a palanquin !^ 
As sparks on tinder — words that caU 
To mirth— -on vulgar meetings fall — 
Our mob more joyously than gently, 
Hound Hodges closed inccmtinently ; 
On him with vigorous hands they set, 

As from his tub he now descended, 
And plunged him in a sort of net, % 

Or hammock, from a pole suspended.* 
This then was placed upon the shoulders 
(One at each end) of two upholders, 
And thus the astounded patriot lodges— ^ 
On high — think what a rise for Hodges ! 
Then to-smd-fro, and up and down, 
They trot the patriot through the town. 
And mark, with many a jovial shout. 
How well he 'scapes from rolling out ; 
As now he sits secure, and now. 
With starting eyes, and horrent brow, * 

On brink of fiatte appears to hover. 
Is all but in, and all but over ; 
Gripes with one hand the net, and shakes 
< The other at them in despair. 
And asks if no damned statute takes 

A British life beneath its care ! 



* " TheM palanqiUiis consisted merely of a oetUn; In the ezactahftpe of a 
■ailor's hammock, BoapeDded ftom a pole ; and each vehicle was carried on 
the shoulders ib( two men» one at each end of the pole.. We at first «x|m- 
rienced a little difficulty in preventing oorselyes fyfia. roUiag oat of tl^ 
tArvaBe.^-^Finiayaon^sMi8siou to Siam, 
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A toss breaks off the words he 's utteriiig^ 
And swearing trembles mto stuttering : 
I 'm sure you 11 pardcm hkn for swearing-^ 
It is no joke, that scHrt of ehahing ! 
And Claudian says (how that old stuff 

Bo3rs read, to all men meet aj^es), 
* That men, like Hodges, must be rough 

' In manner — ^when they take a rise !** 

Now Chang and Ching had all the w]nie 

Been two among the motley meeting. 
And heard the speech — Ching, with a smile, 
Listened — and thou^t some man of guile. 

With juggling tricks the crowd was cheatmg; 
9ut Chang, wi^ wrinkled brow, and eyes 
That like an owPs looked wondrous wise, 
Grarely perceived that must be grand 
Which was so hard to understand ! 
If facts were clear, what use in jstiidy ! 
The well of truth is always muddy ! 

Of (KMirse these different wa3rs of viewing 
The good man made them also eye 

With diffbrent gaze, the seer pursuing 
His ** perilous career on high." 

Ga^Ching his hands with glee was clapping, 
Sauting, ^ Ah, look ! how near a toss over ;** 

Grave Chang, his arms around him wrapping. 
Groaned, '* What a state for a philosopher !*V 

Ching thought it wa9 delightM sport, 
Thinking not of the man's longevity; 

Grave Chang made maxims on ^e short- 
sighted and vulgar lust of levi^ ! 

And now the crowd's career at last 
(Just as by Fiam's door it pass'd) 
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Came all abnqktly to aa ea^A 

For one of Hodges' two opfaearers 
Had an ^(^anting female friend 

(A chambermaid to Mrs. Fmm)» 

And she, of course, was of the starersy 
Who, with stretched neck and merry grin. 
Looked out, and s€iw the pglampin, 

As now 't was bouncing by 'em. 

Who doth not know what misohiefs rise 
From single glance of maideh's eyes t* 
Both, by the sport exhilarated, 
And by the maiden's looks elated. 
Willing to kill the girl wilh laughter. 
Not icaring what might haj^en after. 
This cursed £^ow stc^pped, and sign'd 
To t' other what was in his nnnd ; 
And then while Hodges, naught suspecting. 
His breath was slowly recollecting. 
Deeming at length these barbarous men— «a 

Glimpse of reason had enlightened, 
And that his course aerid pennd 
* Would leave him now less hurt than frigktenedr" 
The two their sinews strained, and sent 

Their load, with such a heave, on high, 
You 'd tliought the luckless saint was sent k~ 

Upon a n^si(m to the sky. ■-■ 

With hair erect, and long limbs sprawling. 
The sight was really quite appallmg ; 
So high he went, with such celerity. 
It seemed as for some godlike merit, he 
Carried from earth like greSit Alddes 
To Jupiter's ambrosial side is. 
Biit, oh ! as maiden speakers break 
Down ^en their highest flight they take ; 

* I flitBk tbi0 oooplec I imuc alter, 

tut nwagiy <f fUr Wimrt 



ifn 80 (whfle fearing to be enished 

Each idler firom beneath him dodges)^ 
Swift, heavy — like an avalanche — ^nish'd 

To earth the astomah'd fonn of Hodges. 
He lay 80 flat, he lay so etiU, 
He seem'd beyond all faither iU» 
They pinched his side, th^ »hpekhiB headf ) 
And then they cried* ^' The man is dead T 
On this, each felt no pleasing ohiU; 

For e'en amcmg the Bancok€»aiiSi 
A gentlemaoi for fun to kill, 

Is mostly pumsh'd — infdebeisBs* 
They stares — look serioiis-^mirtler--poeagii<-« 
And then, without delay, sneak off; 
Nor at a house for succour kaock'di or 
Thought (mce of sending for the doctor. 

• 

Fair Nature, in the young, thy beamy 

In eveiy clime is seen the best I 
And that which manhood makes a du^;, 

is inqpulse in the youthful breast 
So DOW, our brothers^ wfao^ however 

Differing in powers, and predilectionsi 
StilU nfur in stinted measure^ share 

Man's loveliest attribute, affections ■ 
Benuttibiehind the vanished ciowd 
Knmag^ and o'er the su&rer bowedi 
It was a ]deasing sight to view. 

The same divine ez{Nression iieighten 
The likeness of the linked two, 

And o^er their dusky fealores brig^ileB I 
Until 3rou saw whi^ nameless graees 
nreaihe into love the rudest faeee; 
When to the outward eanvass stai^ 
,Tlie Hving colours of the hsait^ 
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Meanwhile, outflock> in nux'd confunon. 
All Flam's household to the stranger ; 

And with the help of Chang and Ching, 

Beneath their roof the saint they bring. 
A surgecm call'd — they find the danger 

Is less than they conceired,-— a groan 

At least announces life not flown ; 

They clear the blood that -darkly oozes 

Out from the scuU — and thdr conclusion 

Is, that a very ^ad contusion, 

A broken leg — a score of bruises, 

Make qf the damages th^ note all-— 

The items of &e pleasing total. 

Far from enough to cure, I'm doubting, 

So great a patriot of mob-spouting. 

Here for the present, to the care 

Of Flam and the brpther-pair. 

We '11 leave poor Hodges, to disoorer 

Virtue in Bancok — -and recorer. 

As Chang and Ching, for ever by him, 

Each with a different comfort ply him. 

Ching plays at cup-and-ball t' antmse 

The dulness of the flagging hours ; 
Collects each little scrap of news. 

And brings him sugar-plums, and flowers. 
While in a mystic murmur, Chang 
Instructs him with a wise harangue ; 
Talks of vain mortals' rague solicitudes. 
And that fresh subject, Fate's vicissitudes : 
Varying the novel ^eme with stories, 
How o^r legs were broke before his. 
Hodges, in turn, the twain delights 
With noble deeds, and wondroUs ngfats. 
Things done, and doing, which the^ime 

Of other countries quite extinguish; 



And prove no people ought to dium 
A moment's notice — sa?e the Ei^iikh. 

T is clear to see» that tales like these 

Host win upon our Siamese ; 

And soon that strong and keen desire« 

Which rarely youth resists — to roamj 
Prey'd on their hearts, and made ^em tire 

Daily of happiness, and hcmie. 
Alas! in Tain in evoy shore, 

For something never won, we yeara ! 
Why needs ihis waste ai toil, before 

lafe's last, yet simplest truth we learn ! 
Oh I that our early years would own 
The moral of our bmialnstone : 
The troe to kakm of the breast—* 
The eliadr of. the earth vt^^Rsst! 

As birds that seek athwart the main,' 

Strange lands wh^re happier seascms reign, 

Where to soft airs the rich leaf danceth. 

And lau^ the gay beam where it glsmceth-— 

Glancing o'er fruits whose purpling sheen 

May court the rifling horde unseen ; 

For there Earth, Anr, and Sun conspire 

To c^ffb, l^ sating, man's desire — 

And man, half eareless to destroy. 

Hay grant ev'n Weakness to enjoy. 

So Hope allures the Humaff'Heart, 

So shows the land and. spreads die chart ; 

So wiogs the wishes of the soul, ' 

And colours, while we seek, the goal! 

« 

The shore (as on the wanderers fly)v 

They lefU-hajdinelted into sky. 
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ThiB shore they seek-«-Alaftl^ Ae star 
That guides on hi^ seems scarce eo fiuR» 
With weary wing, but yearning breastt 
Unlike the dove they &id no rest 
The broad Sea with its aching sound, 
The desert Heaven ha& girt them round; 
On,,on !•— and still tibe prcNOiise^ shore 
Seems far — and jBuliiless as.heft»e ; 
And some desponding droop behind^ 
And some aire scattered by the wiad ; 
And i^ome — perchance who beet might gnid0«» 
Sink — ^wljelm'd the fiF[il^-<-4)eneath ^ ^de« 

Thus on, the hearts that Im^ deooysr 
Fly a'er life's waste to fancied joys, 
. The goal unseen— -the home forsakoit 
Dtsmay'd, but slow, frOm dreams we wakea. 
The finends-— wkh whom we left the shore, 
Mos^ lov'dr-^most miss'd, ai« seen »» ttiece : 
And soitfe that mk, and some disparted, 
But leave the tingsr^ft weacy4Kurted« 

#ii ' ' y i r ard sdU-«-4iow few vemaia 
Faint-— flagging'^of thai biioyant train^ 
With glittering hue, sad daiiag wing. 
And bosom that nuurt^bimt or si&g* 
On— on ! a distant sail af^ean^-* 
It comes— -exhaustion oeDipien ieeis % 
And on the deck, a wiUing tfaxalit 
The wearied hopeleas, vktiatt fi^ : 
And e?*n amid their dreadest fees 
Feel less of peril than repose I 
And thus— oh ! &us ! no more deceived-^ 
^ Worn tmt, tamed, baffled, end hercinred^ 
i From aS our young life loved •df-baiislmli 
,Tlie i^krf from die dull wing vanidied; 
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Bowed by the distance, and the gale. 
The hardest faint, the boldest faiL 
Whatever the spot that proffers rest 
We drop — the Victim or the Guest ; 
And after all our wanderings past, 
Feel Dea& has something sweet at last. 
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CHAPTER in. 

You know those queer old Novels found in 

Some Watering Place's Athemeum« 
A marble, motley coat, half bound in, 

And oh ! so thumbed-^-I think I see 'em !« 
All about love, Ma'am, and the *^ Major," 
We Novel-wrights have now grown sager. 
Majors, indeed ! — the vulgar churls ! — 
We make your lowest flirters Earls. 
Tou know the tioks I mean — too full 
Of curious phrases to be dull. . 
Their oddities respect bespeak. 

Like images grotesque on china ; 
If manly, writ by " Captain Meek," 

If moving — ^why, by *^ Jane Selina ;" 
Mid these, my fair readers, you 

May note at times the charming writer 
Improves his tone, and at some new 

Chapter, grows suddenly poster ; 
Makes female excellence his care, 
And dashes off, " Ye British Fair !" 

This plan resolved to follow him in. 
Hear me one word, sweet countrywomen ! 
I hear a certain novel, lately 
Sent forth by me, displeased you greatly ; 
You thought the gentry of the road 
Should choose their words more d-la-mode ; 
You felt indignant that such ug- 

Ly words my vulgar folks should utter. 
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And Peggy Lobkins of ** the Mug,** 

Be less refined than Lady Flutter ;-^ 
And you were right I must allow, 
But I will mend my manners now* 
Bid Nature seek some other place, 
Paint man no more — ^but sketch *^ his Grace C* 
Mince truth like any other Mister-^ 
And shrink, smirk, drivel into L— — r« 

Soft sex, I yet recall the hours 
When ye gave life its only flowe^ ; 
Nor truant hope once passed the ground. 
To which your smiles had set the bound. 
And shall I now forego the dream, 

That ev'ry mortal bard hath fixed ; 
Nor think those stairy eyes will beam 

Upon the verse they first inspired! • 
No ! my sweet firiends, altho^ at times .^ . 

A Godhead more severe and stupid,. : 
May seize some dozen of my rhymes, 

The prettiest still are kept for Gupidi 
I own the chapter you have pass'd. 
Was rather of too coarse a cast, 
And feel your interest poorly lodges. 
In such a tenement as Hodges^ 
But patience, patience, and proceed-— 

When once in England we are landed^ 
Such pretty things you '11 find — indeed 

I 'm sure you '11 own it, if you 're candid ! 
A general satire, quite refined, 
But also stinging, on mankind ; 
Some things especially I 've painted. 
With which " your Graces" are acquainted. 
Smart, striking, sidelong, Silhouette touches— 
To charm the haut gout of a Dutchess. 
One draught of that sweet inebriety — . 
The best champaign of '' good society ;" 
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And just to zest the '< glass of fashioDf*' 

Un petit verre of cream of passion ; 

And, that your interest mayn't be lostf 

Our love shall be so nicely cross\ 

Then, too, a mystery— and a desw^^ 

(Bat not too shocking) dash of fear. 

And then, so well our poem ends ! 

Not as you 'd think ! Ah, come — we 're friends ! 

That smile shall light me on to glory, 

And now — shall I resume my story ! 

Tho' Hodges was the Bancok talk, 

As a most odd, eccentric being. 
You scarce thro' Oxford-street could walk. 

Without a score just like him seeing. 
I call him saint, but do n't mistake. 

He was not one of those who enter 
The fold for piety*s sole sake. 

Nor was our traveller a dissenter* 
Not one of those malign'd, and bold 
Descendants of that race of old. 
Who to the death, and thro' the scathe. 
Ne'er sever'd freedom's badge from faith, 
But made heaven's cause and earth's the same 1 

^Their children have not dimmed their name. 

No ! spurns our lay one recreant line 

That points its shaft to things divine ; 

Not less a sure ally to those 

Truth loves, than fearless to her foes* 

Note — in our travell'd sage we paint 

A sectless and a self-dubbed saint, 

A sort of moral Andes, curled 

In clouds " above one-half the world,"* 

And thro' Conceit's sublimest portals, 

Lowering on less exalted mortals. 
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Tet, tho* not wise, upon ike w&ole 
He really waa a w<»thy eonl ; 
Fond of a bottle, and a story, 
'\ A stanch, old-fashioned nltra-toiy, 
''tfih^5;^6i\3^^»i:&/alLJ:i. each bsudei^- "^ . 
Fencing the rivulets of twok^ 
FearHd those streamlets once so single. 
Should break, and in one deluge mingle. 
In love for lords he 'd yield to no man- 
Yet patriotic as a Roman ; 
Loyal as Gurteis with his kilt on — 
In short, the man so miss'd by Wilton.* 
Much had he travelled to and fro, 
And brought great profit to the " Row.** 
' His Tours, his Voyages, I 'm told, 
By Longman, have in ifhdusands sold. 
No wonder ; for he rarely proses 

On what your dullards want to know ; 
Statistics, Commerce, Law, are doses 

Which he allows us to forego. 
Or, while above Amusement floats — 
* Instruction, lead-Hke, sinks to — notes. 
But well the feeling soul he treats 
With all he drinks, and all he eats ;' 
With how his sleep by noisy cocks 

Is ever and anon demolished ; 
How men are seen in ill-brushed frocks, 

Ajid boots are scandalously polished. 
Matter like this can't fadl to spell 
The world's attention, and to sell* 

Sojourning lately in Calcutta, 

He'd joined the mission sent to Siam, 

* See note to page 11.— In the same speech tlierain dlladed Co Lord ^Pniftm 
seems to lament the want of those departed patiiotB— who complained of 
Bottling. 
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To ascertain if, should We put a 

Cargo of goods in port, they *d buy 'em.. 

An opportunity such folks 
To pau^ he very wisely took. 

And, like a better at the Oaks, 

He thought of making up his hook /* 

Nay, when that accident infernal ^ 

Occurred, he*d got thro*- half his joumaL ' 

Now, as in Mam's house he lay, 

And " Sketches of the Court" concluded^ 
A certain brilliant scheme one day 

Into our traveller's brain obtruded. 
This was no less than back to Eng- 
Land — ^to take with him Chang and Ching» 
He saw at once, that love for shows, 

Which stan^>s us as the *' Staring Nation,*^ 
Would make two youths so formed as those, 

A very pretty— -nspeculdtion. 

For tho' he 'd now and then a spasm 

Of what we call enthusiasm, 

Somehow the patriot's whole romance 

Was friendly to the — humph! — main chance f 

Sagely he therefbiii& seized his time, 

When, having drawn with much pomposity 
The raptures of our rainy clime. 

He saw the youths all curiosity ; 
And kindly looking on the pair, 

As if from bashfulness to free them. 
He said, with an obliging air,^ 

" We 'd be extremely glad to see them !"" 
Then, as he saw, with eyes all glistening 
With gratitude, the father listening. 
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He added hints upon the fine 

Fortune with ease to be acquired, 
Were they but here, and would resign 

Themselves, dear boys, to be cidmired ! 

He M undertakev if such a plan 

Were followed, j»r<?per?y conducted — 
For, sans experience, bungling man 
No scheme without a flaw constructed ;— « 
He 'd undertake, that, in returning. 
They 'd bring not only lots of learnings 
But what in Bancok greater dash 
Alade mid the haut tan — ^lots of cash. 
This scheme the father greatly charmed* 

But most unqualified emotion 
It gave his lady — quite alarmed 
• At the mere mention of the Ocean,^ 
Jfimporte; at Siam, to its shame, 
Not oil the spouse consults his dame ;; 
And with such warmth to the desigix 
Did Fiam seriously indine. 
Its nature, day by day revolving. 
That thought at last became resolving^ 
He made with Hodges an agreement 

About the profits of the thing ; — 
One-half was for the patriot's fee meant^ 

The other went to Chang and Ching^ 
He next on Hodges sou^t to play 

(And did at length succeed) the attorney;^ 
And settled that the saint should pay 

The whole expenses of the journey. 
*T is every where we see a sad age, 
&i Siam craft is quite an adage ; 
ITie cunning of those yellow fellows. 
Mauies even Europeans jealous. 

*Tbo fiKamsse hare a supeFBtidoos dread of {[otn^ 

^ Ctfft the 0ad waters of thjB dark blOBiM^*' 
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EvsEBivs saith, that crafl or fraud. 

The pious cannot but applaud, 

Declares — ^no doubt he 's right about il-^ 

Some scarce would be convinced without it. 

And thus a good dose of deceiving, 

* Makes physic' for the unbelieving •* 

Yet every soul in Siam is sick, 

Tho' fed entirely on this physicf 

The bond completed, Fiam saw 

'T was made quite good in Bancok law ; 

Not doubting that, ^at law would tie 'em 

As close in England as in Siam : 

The thing was really now decreed. 

Transportedly the twins agreed ; 

For, with a joyous and a busy pate, 

£ach did the scenes described anticipate. « 

Nor think our sire, that with a stranger 
He let his only sons depart, 

l^oheedfy of their risk of danger. 

Or nursing a Rousseau-like heart 
No — ^leam the mystery in my naming^ 
The Mercury of all nations, '' Gaming.* 
Now, though at Bancok, as in London, 
The laws forbid you to be undone : 
No code, devised however cleverly. 
Can bar one bent to play the Beverly. 
So, by some Stukelys of the fashion. 

Living like others cash on — 

(And faith, the prettiest way to feast !) 
Fiam had been most sadly fleeced. 

* "Ore St^ei Tori rcS xphfei avrl ifiapitJiitm xp9da«(( twl 6^cXlui rfiv h^- 
fhttv rdo Tfno&rm) rpAvov. — Euaeb. Prap^Evtmg. 1. xii. c. 81. 

lliis doctrine of Uie piety of firaud is comnuHi among neariy all ttUBjiriaMm 
Writers cf the church. 

t The cunning imd fiOaebood of the ainmwif i»« Utter aQMoot af ««"ff'**"* 
wtthaU their YiflUera. 



46 *" THE SIAMESE TWIN^* {SCKXK f^ 

Folks there, are now but slowly learning 

That beautiful resource called " credit ;" 
And Flam, to the future turning, 

Began to see good cause to dread it. 
Yet for himself, foreboding smote 

The doting father's heart less — ah ! lew 
Than those who would not have a groat, 

When left upon the world papaless ! 
And there, where both reward and penance 
Are held decreed to this world's tenants.* 
Where evfery piece of luck that raises 
One's fortune, but one's virtue praises ; 
And the calamities that dish us 
Are merely proofs that we are vicious ;— 
T was clear, with such a faith and nationt 
Our Twins' peculiar situation, 
fl" coupled with an empty purse, 
Would be esteemed no trivial curse ; 
And that the world would act most oddly, 
If kind to sorrows so ungodly. 
This foresight, then, had made the father 
Yield to the patriot's scheme,— ^nay, rather 
A project that at once appeared 
To cure the very ills he feared, 
The fortune he had lost replace, 
Rob his boys' doom of its disgrace, 
And make them, with such slender labomra 
Quite independent of their neighbours. 
He deemed so strangely happy, that 
He gave the honour to the Nat.t 
Nay, to naught le.,s he could compare it, 

Than to the might of those who muse 



* Rank in this life is held by the Boudbists as a proof of moral excellence 
ki a ibnner— so are all worldly blessings. In Siam and the Burman empire, a 
man acts as loeU as he can, in the hope of being made a lord qfitr he dies-Hust 
OB in certain other coujitries, a man acts as >tt as he can, \a%» hope of beinc 
made a lord A^ore that event. 

t Nat— Sapeiior beings in the Bondhist itiligfnk 
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On man in the Zcidumaharit* 

And stand three leagues<^— without their shoes I 
Thus, to his guest his sons committing, 
You '11 own in Fiam not unfitting. 
No hardness of the heart betra3dngt 
But a sire's anxious care displa3ring. 

Not so his neighbours ! — long and loud 

Tattled the fashionable crowd : 

They were so shock'd they scarce could speak. 

Especially, of course, the women all ; 
They 'd always thought him very weak. 

But this was absolutely criminal. 
What, send away one's sons from home, 
On bits of wood o'er waves to roam ! 
Travel, indeed ! what for ? was not 
All wisdom centred in one spot ? 
All virtue, learning, bliss, pomp, show. 

All with which Boudha could supply 'em. 
To see, hear, tast^, enjoy, and know, 

— Were they not all confined to Siam 1 
Travel, indeed — ^with such a fellow too. 
Whose skin was any thing but yellow too ! 

While thus his friends (friends ate so moral 

About our acts !) with Fiam quarrel. 

We '11 listen to our brothers, walking 

Alone, and close engaged in talking. 

A wild design is theirs, I ween. 

Pray Heaven, it ripen to a scene* 

•* I hear," quoth Chang, " the sorcerer's art 

*' Surpasseth Reason's cramp'd beUeving ; 
**■ And — just look round, Ching ! for my part,. 

*' I dare say, there is some deceivuig ; 

* The Nat of the Zaiwnaharit are of the most exalted order ; their height 
li half a juzona; a juzanabeini^ six Burma leagues^ and four rofoeib 
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** Yet, ere our land, our home we change, 
^ Launch in a scheme that seems so.strange, 
•* Trust hope and life to fortune frail, 
** And with our guest, in short, set sail, 
♦* 'T were well to hear what one so wise 
^ As he we speak of would advise ; 
•* Or, since, perchance, to our intent 
** The will may be already bent, 
** Rather^ 't were well to lift the veil 

** Athwart the future's gloom ; 
^ And know what peril may assail, 

** Or pleasure soothe — our doom l** 

« Well said," cried Ching, " the scheme 's a bold one ; 
** One likes to have one's fortune told one* 
« *T is new moon, by-the-by, to-night, 

" It can't do any harm to hearhuBl 
^ To start betimes would be but right ; 

" We live, you know, by no means near him**^ 
Rejoiced to find gay Ching so mettled, 
Chang nods assent — Ih' affair is settled.^ 

In those dark climes of farthest Ind 

Yet reigns that w^ird, and wondrous Science* 
To which, ev'n here, the illumin'd mind 

Hath sometimes quail'd from its defiance*. 
Dread relics of that solemn lore - 

From eldest Egypt haply brought, 
And to the Magian Seers of yore 

In terror and in mystery taught 
By the eternal stars ; — ^what time 

Night deepened to her ghastly noon, 
And, paled beneath the muttered rhyme^ 

Grew faint the pausing Moon. 
Tl>ere, while the sparr'd and dropping cares 

Murmured,^ as ficom their depth were eafled 
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New Shapes released frcmi former graves, 
And the earth's dreader beings — thralled 
To grosser ether, by the Power 
And the dark Rulers of the Hour ! 
While Nature sickened into dearth. 
The swift winds fell .upon the waves 
With Fear struck dead ; and Silence palled 

The torpor of the tomb-like earth ; — 
There, by their rocky homes, the Seers 
Of the Dark Wisdom lonely sate. 
And from no human oracle, 
Nor Druid shade, or Delphic cett» 
But from the arch untrodden spheres 
Drew forth the voice of Fate ! 

Te whom the Magian spellM of old. 

The orbed and glonous Thrones of Heaven^ 
Will ye in truth no more unfold 

The lore to Earth's gray Fathers given ! 
What wondrous arts that pierce the deep 

Of Time, and from slow nature win 
Her secrets, ay, her empire ; sleep 

Your hushM and hoarding shrines within ! 
And still we gaze, and gaze, and yearn. 

And, with mysterious pimngs, feel 
The soul — ^perchance your offspring — bum 

For what your votcea can reveal !— > 
Mate — mute — ye from your height survey 

Omr longings vague, our. visions vain ; 
And, drawn to earth, we turn away, 

And fticken to ourselves agauu 

Still linger in the vast abSde, 
Where once the Magian learning glowed 
Fond dreamers wild and self-deceiving. 
Feeding strange thoughts in loneliouB89 ;; 
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And, in one emptyscience, weaving 

The threads of each unhallowed guesa. 
Gaunt Fast ai^d sternest Fenance joined 
To the great Awe, which is the sold 
Or demon of all solitude, 
Darken the fancies of theic mind 

Into a grim and gathering mood. 
Till madness blackens o'er the whole. 

Such is the stuff from which is made 

The mould of those in half-lit climes, 
Whom hooded millions have obeyed. 

Drunk with the lust of fire and scathe. 

And mailed tq mercy by a faith 
That sprung from Phrensy's densest shade,. 
A madness modell'd to a trade, 

And grown a creed by crimes ! 

To one of these wild seers the Twinr 
Are bound, and ere the earliest ray 

Of the New Moon* her reign begins^ 
Behold them on their unwatch'd way.. 

They pass'd along by the Menam's side, 

^ith it^floating streetsf on the twilight tide^ 

And laughter and voices echoed afar 

From the idle groups in the gilt bazaar ; 

But the clear smooth note mid the din they distinguish^ 

Of the cunning Chinese, who are cheating the English^ 

They have left the city behindih^& now ;. 
And, along the gladden'd ground, 

* TlHMPtader will bear in mind, that both in the Bondhie and ERndoomnmw 
fltitions, the time of the new moon is one of peculiar and wystic power. ^^ 

t " On each side of the river (Menam^ there was a row of floating habitatknw 
SMting on rails of bamboo moored to tae soore. These a^iearad the neatest: 
and besrt description of buildings; they were occupied- by good ChiaeassiKHisJ*' 
— Cyai(/br(r» Mimbassy to Stanif p. TO. ■"■wij«»^ 
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There stcaleth a scent from each purple bough, 

In the thousand orchards round.* 
O'cT the ijiin, frail plank, that the deep canal 

Bridges, they gliding go ; 
And the maw of the crocodile waits their fall, 

As he watcheth them from below. ' • 

For two-and-twenty comely fanes 

In sight, the wealth of the town bespeak ; 
But the purse of the citizen neye|[ contains 
Enough for a bridge o'er a single creek.f 
The night hath advanced ; and tl^ sharp, shrill cry 

Of the geckoX breaks forth from the herbage dark; 
And out, o'er the hush of the breathless sky, 

Sweeps the Moon in her stately barfai^ 
They see (in Siam a frequent sight — 

A drollish sort of a constitution hers !) 
A robber, who should have been hang'd that night. 

Walking coolly off with his executioners.^ 
To the heart of the plain they have passed, and there 

The Moon on a temple shone. 
And they note a Chinese with his braided hair. 
By some embers employ'd alone : 

* Bancok is sarrounded by orchards. ^ 

t ** Tlie tofwn (Bancok) is btiilt on a rich tract, 4ec., intersected l> l§am erons 

creeks and canals We had to pass under a bri^e, vHnch, after 

tbe proAision of expense which we had lately witnessed in the temples, af> 
iSyrded a surprising example of the stupid inattention of a despotic govemroent 
aud a superstitious people to all objects of public convenience and utility : the 
Tslae of a very few of the brass images which we saw yesterday would have 
been sufficient to build a noble bridge at this place, where it was so much 
required ; but tbe one which we now saw consisted of a single plank, and was 
^evated to the giddy height of at least thirty feet. We proceeded in all about 
fire miles. In our route, we counted no less than twenty-two temples.'' — 
Crauford^s Embassy, 127-130. 

t A sort of lizard of nocturnal habits — made on purpose to disturb Captain 
Craufcrd at night. ^ 

^" A celebrated gang robber, whose apprehension had cost the Siamese 
govemnient a great deal of trouble, and who was placed in ch^e^of the 
Prah'klarg, took this opportunity to effe^^t his esua|)e. The mode in ^icli he 
•ceoraplishcd this afforded some insight into the character of the servuits of 
the Siamese government. The robber seduced the whole guard, and walked 
off with them ; thus not only effecting his own escape, but taking with 
him an armed and organized body of depredators."— Cratf^ord'* Embassy, 
p. 176. 
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He was stirring up the bones of his sire, 

With a tool like a gardener's prong ; 
He had* burnt him that day by a famous fire, 

And was closing his task with a cheerful song.* 

They have gone many miles since the night begun. 
And the mystic moon to her height hath won. 
They pause by the jaws of a tangled wood, 
For gloomily there the shadows brood. 

And they thought how the tigers in search of food 
From the distant forest had lately strayed, 

— ^And they looked on each other, and mutely prayed* 

They are walking on with a trembling tread. 
And painful the path through the jungle to thread ; 
And dieir hearts beat high at the sullen crush 
Of the boughs swinging back to their broken hush ; 
And they hear the hiss of the startled snake, 
And they see the bed in the trampled brake. 
Where some ravening beast, aroused by the moon 
To his prey, had reposed through the sultr' noon» 

But aye, as they paused for breatn, the part 
jDf the cheerer was donned by the darker heart ; 
For the nerves of the one, whom in safety ye deemed 

The gallanter spirit, now quail and cower. 
While the calm which in common a dulness seemed< 

Grew courage when kept thro' the perilous hour. 

Hie jungle is cleared, and the moon shines bright 
On a broad and silent plain ; 

^ " R^urning home one day iVora an fflccureUm on the Menam, my attentioii 
wmiMlilited by observing a Chinese, all alone, stirring up some embers 'within 
the en»0foiUres or a temple, with an instrument resembling a pitchfork. On 
Iandif%, we found that he was completing the Ameral rites of some relative. 
He was stirring the fire to complete the destruction of some of the largec 
bones, and was either cheering or coosoUng himaself 'with a song I" — CroM- 
prtia Embassy f p. 490. 
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And (gaunt in the midst) the streaming light 
Sleeps, hushed on a giant Fane ! 

No late-built, gay, and glittering shrine,* 

Like those the Boudhist holds divine ; 

But simple — lone— gray — ^vast — and hoar, 

All darkly eloquent of Eld ! 
The farthest years of untold yore 

That temple had beheld. 
Sadly and desolately now. 
It raJsM to Heaven its gloomy brow ; 
Its altars silent and untrod,^^ 
The faith has left the Brahmin's GkMLf 

There while the brothers gazing stood, 

Their youthM blood grew chill. 
Appalled beneath the SoUtude, 

The Sternness and the Still I 

Tney nave gain'd tne sacred bound. 
They have pass'd its broken wall ; 
And they quail as they walk, when they hear the sound 
Of their steps in the temple fall ! 

They stand in a desolate place. 

Their roof the starr'd and breathless Space ! 

An altar at their feet, o'erthrown ! 
On the gray walls around, half-razed. 
Strange shapes and mystic rh3rmes are traced, 
Typing a past world's fate* 

* The mossy and antiqne solemnity of tbe Hindoo temple, compaied viHh 
tiiose devoted to the Boudbist religion, covered as the latter are with Jfldip c 
sad grotesque ornaments made of the most gaudy and least durable i^mHUh^ 
nerer fhils to strike every traveller in the csontries where the two religiais are 
Itamd together. 

t " They (the Hindoo temples) were dreary and comfortless places, and thew 
was DO mistaking ihe religion wtiicb had the countenance and protection of thft 
fltate **—Crsni/'ordPs EmlMUsyf p. 119. 
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And still, as if himself had grown 
Its like — ^upon a couch of stone 
Majestic — shadowy — and alone 
The dark Magician sate ! 
The white rays hush'd around him shining— 
His broad brow knit and down declining ; 
Fix'd on the wan Earth's mystic breast 
His eyes- — ^intent but dreaming— rest ; 
His mute form bending musingly, 
A.nd his hands claspM upon his knee. 
Calmness sat round him like a robe, 
* The calmness of the crowned Dead, 
The calmness of the solemn globe 

When Night makes Silence dread. 
The calmness of sdme God reclin'd 

On high — and brooding o'er Earth's doom, 
Or of some cloud ere yet the wind 

Hath voiced the breathless gloom. 
The errand they tell, and the boon they crave. 

It is done ! — with a glassy eye 
The Sorcerer look'd on the Twins, and gave, 

In a chanting tone, reply. 

" Ten years ago, and the BooR of Light 

" Was oped at the page that is bared to-night, 

** And the Moon had buried her mother old, 

" And the Dragon was up from his mountain-hold, 

" And the Spirits who feast on a mortal's wo 

" Were walking the wide earth to and fro^ 

" My blood was young, arid my heart was bold, 

" And I burn'd for the spell of the conquer'd tomb ; 
" And I sat by the grave they had dug that day, 
" For a woman whose spirit had passed away 
" When the babe was in her womb.* 

* " The belief in the agency of evil spirits is aniversal ; and though diflh 
claimed by the religion of Budha, they are more fl-equently worshipp^ than 
the latter. Nor will the darkest periods of Gern^n necromancy and pretended 
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'^ And the grave was bared — aod the rite prepared, 

^ And the dark rhyme slowly said, 
*^ And with shriek and shout, the demon rout 

** Came round the unbuhed dead. 
^ Yea ! round and round, with their giant wings, 

^ The monster Bird, and the dragon Snake, 
^ And the Evil Race from the Ebon springs 

^ Of the Grenii's waveless Lake 1 
** Yea, round and round, with their stony glare, 

^ And their gnashing teeth, and their ghastly yell ! 
** And limb by limb, they had torn me there, 

** Had I miss'd one word of the wizard spell. 
^ But I mastered the fiends with a fearlessHbreast, 
^ And I tore the babe from its daij^some rest, 
** And I severed the hands, and the feet, and the head, 
^ And I looked around — and the fiends were fled— - 
** And I was alone with the mangled dead I 

** And never fix>Qi her hall of light 

^ Th6 moon's hushed glory seem'd so bright 

*• As then I — the gale its pride had bow'd— 
•* The tree — ^the herb — the flower — below ; 

^ And the white star and pausing cloud 
^ Above me ; — seemed to hail, and know 

** The new-made Monarch, whom the Hour, 

dMnation be firand torexoeed. in point of the ineredlble and borrlble, wliat \» 
to be obeenred among the Siameee of the pieaent day. It ia oanal to later 
ymmiKk tliat liaTe died pregnant ; tlie popular belief ia, that Che necromaneera 
kaTe the power 41 performing the moat extraordinary thinga, when poaaeaaed 
cT tlM innnt wmeh had been thna interred in the womb of the mother: it is 
cvaComary to watch the f rave of anch peraona, in order to prerent the inihat 
betaif oarried ttS. The Riameee tell the tale of horror in the moat aolemn 
anmier. All rhe bobgobllna, wild and ferocioua animals, all the infomal 
■pixita, an aaid to oppoae the unhallowed deed ; the perpetrator, well eharged 
with rabaliatte terma, wfaieh he muat recite in a certain lixed order, and with 
Bcrrea wdl braced to the daring tacd^ proceeds to the grave, wln^ fee laya 
opoL In proportion aa he adnmeea in his work, the oi^oainff apirita become 
more daring ; he cote ttS the head, handa, and feet of the infant, with which 
lie recuma home. A body of ehty te adapted to theae, and thia new compound 
ia placed in a sort of teinple ; the matter ia now accomjiliabed, tiie p oa o ee o or 
baa become master of the paat, present, and fUture."— JPVii2iqr«on'« JUMrien f 
Siam and Cochm China, p. 2M. 
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** And the dark daring of the deed 
** And tlie Art minioned to the meed, 

" Had diadem'd with powei* ! 
" And the lovely Earth is bared to me 

*' With the wealth of its coffer'd dower ; — 
" The death, and the life in every tree ; — 

"And the spirit in every flower; — 
** From Clime to Clime unseen I glide 

" On the car of my swift desire, 
** I rule the steeds of the rushing Tide, 

" And the heart of the restless Fire. 
** I watch o'er the Past in its mighty sleep, 

*' I walk in its Chambers dark, 
" And over the Future's shoreless deep 

** I sail in my prophet-bark. 
** But I pine from my wisdom's desolate throne, 

" And my sceptre chaims me not ; 
" And I fly in thought, as I sit sjone, 

" To my father's tranquil Colt 
" And why, O dupes of the burning dream, 

** For a boon that deceiveth, roam 1 
*• Will the Sun on a stranger's dwelling beam 

" More bright than it shines on home } 
** But 1 read your brow — and I read your hearty 

*^ And I know the seal is set ; 
" And that spell is above a Magian's art, 

** That can hold man from -Regret.' 



9f 



The sorcerer rose, and led^e way 

Thro' a rent in the deep wall's massive base, 
And they stood in a cell where the peering ray 

Crept faint from above thro' the (^Usmal «pace ; 
Serving just to shadow dimly. 

Their outlines from the denser gloom. 
Like the half-worn images sculptared grimly 

On the walls in the outer room* 



CSAP. in.] THE SIAMESE TWINS. $9 

Suddenly forth to the roof, the light 

Burst, of a mighty flame ! 
It shot from the earth to that lofly height- 
Like a burning town on a northern night, 
And it trampled the gloom with an Angel's might—* 
Aud it died as it came ! 

But behold on the spot where it falleth, 

A meteor hath risen, and slowly crawlethy-* 

The child of the fire-fiend creeping 

Along ;— till at length with an impish mirth 
To and fro see it fitfully leaping. 
As it courses the jagged earth ! 
Then they marked that the seer had his raiment thrown 
On the ground ; and a narrow and knotted zone, 
Star-studded, was bound on his loins alone ! 

They stand within the flame, that curl'd, 

Not in the northern wizard's ring. 

But oval-like ; and imaging 
A mystery in the Antique world. 

And the sorcerer on their heads hath lain 

One hand, the other raised on high ! 
** Worms on life's lotos leaf — ^whate'er 

'* Of dread or menace meet the eye 
" Or thrill the appalled ear — ^beware 

" Of any sound — of any cry 
^ Beyond the ebb of breath ! 

'* This fiery wall is life's domain^ 
M Transgressed one inch is death ! 

<* For &e iSends are without, and I hear them now, 
** And I feel their breath on my dampening brow. 
** If a single drop from the brimmed spell 
** Ron o^er, ye are doomed to the wrath of helL 



M THE SIAMESE TWINS. [bOOK I» 

** And a death by the gripe of the demon's fangs, 
«« Will but herald the soul to Tapana's* paqgiP 

Now the fire is calmly burning, 

And the orgy hath begun, 
And along the red girth going, 
From an iron vessel throwing 
In the flame the appointed things 
Of that black and fearM learning ; 

Thus the Magian with each one 
Slowly sings. 
** Seizers of the wretch who wars 
** With the sovereign of the Stars, 
** Ye, whom my victory taught to fear me, 
*' Still and bright 6rraAaita,t hear me ! 

*• And ye who sweep thro' the air and the de^, '^ 

** And rise on the Fire God's wings, 
** Or, couched in the gloom of the mountain's womb, 

^ Hold court wildi the M#tal kings ; 
" Ye mocking Elements — who laugh 

** At a mortal's doom with a frantic mirth— 
*^ And scatter our dust, when we die, like chaff 

^ O'er the heart of the griefless earth : 
♦• Ye, whom my victory taught to fear me, 
<* Bhuta,^ dread servants of Siva,^ hear me t 
** Four-and-sixty bones are here, 
^ Blent and seethed in the bowl of Fear ; 



* Tapana la one of fhe many Boodhese hells to ^nrtieli, amoof otEar eiiaii. 
nab, the dabblera in imteif^ arts are condemned. The reader win natei that 
In the enairihg ineantation, the sorcerer forsakes the Boudbist saperstitioa,and 
allodea only to the Hindoo. Hie Hindoo magicians, to whose order be appeals 
to belong, are of gveater renown than the Boudhist. 

t The planets : their name (CHrabana) signifies the act of aeiaing, and th^ 
•re ek^fty invoked by the Hindoo magicians in oeremcmies denouncing ew 
upon enemies. 

t Bbnta; Hie Elements are eonsidered by the IBndoos as damona— tte 
Athanrana Vedafoneof their sacred hooka) ia aaid toenioin tbeir wonbb. 

) Stra, the God of Destniotion. 
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*^ Four-and-fiixty roots are mmgled, 
^^ByHi^moaxi, at her moment of glory, singled. 
^ By tliflte,' by the ashes, the draught, aiid the duat, 
" Come iiither— come hither, ye must. — ye must ! 
^Stec^p my tongue in the Fount of the Future Things* 
^Afid aihadow my soul with your rushing wings." 

As he spoke, on his lip there gathered the foam. 
And his voice, from a breath, to its height had clombei 
And the blood swelled forth in each corded vein. 
And the drops oi his agony fell like rain. 

But still as a calm on "a lowering sea. 
When the qui^t is cradled appallingly. 
The Twins knelt down in the midmost space. 
And clung to -each otiier in close embraee. 
And the eyes of the one on the ground were beni, 
Andjiis Jpeath but in gaspings came and went; 
But th^igh-WTOug^ nerve of the sterner raised 
His brow ; on thMtagi^ he fix'dly gsazed. 
And the strenglhi^^desire sustained his dread, 
-4But the :SwBrt!fy blood from his cheek had fled. 
While he knelt and gazed — ^with a slimy crawl, 
And a hissing )n^a^ round the fiery wall, 
OeBie the loaShely diings of the serpent race, 
With a glassy eye oh his haunted face. 
And wherever luB turned they came-^they came*— 
With their crests^nect o'er the barrier flame ! 
Some of the dwsorfed and deadliest tribe, 
Wbenec:die ppiscm the shafts of a chief imbibe ; 
And odiers that wreathed in then: volumed length, 
iiapped the /fete of their prey in their 'crushing strengtfu 
But beyond, where the fire had failed to break 
IQie ^IsadowB-*— he heard the vulture shriek; 
And at length on its lead wing heavily 
It flapped to a gray stone mouldering Kigh, 
And gloamed on^^ boyinrith its charnel ^re* 

D 
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But he would not stir, and he held his breath, 
For he thoujght on the Magian's menaced death ; 
And the full of the fit, or the fiend's control. 
Seemed now to have rushed on the Sorcerer's soul : 
. His mien was all changed from its human wont, 
And the phrensy was stamped on his knotted front 

" Ye have come virith your golden wings, 

" Ye have come with your starry eyes, 
^ And I feel the Cloud of the dawning Things, 

** Like the mists from an ocean rise ! 
** Mortals ! who from the Magian's skill, 
*♦ Demand what Fate mayyet fulfil, 
** Lis — ^heed — and mark— ^for wrapp'd in glooim 

** The dim mibodied Shapes that wait 
**In the vast Future's mighty Wcwnb, . 

" The appointed hour of Fate. 

*' The Stream and the Bark shall glide 

"With a happy Sun, and a quiet Tide j 

" But the Stream at length shall chafe at the Sail, 

'* And its wave shall rise to an anger'd gale< 

" And the Stream on the guiltless Bark shall war, 

'^ And the Bark shall know dread on the fitful wave ; 
"And the Stream shall look up to a single Star, 

" And the Star shall endanger ihe Bark, but — sa^e. 
" And the Bark in a quiet Port shall rest, 
** But the Stream shall roll on with a lonely breast 
" Lo ! lo ! where it enters the earth, and its wan^ 
" Is snatched like a dream from the face of the day. 
^f Not a glimpse from its course— *not a voice from its 

waves — 
" Lo ! it sinks from my sight— *in the depths of the 



caves." 



As he ceaseth, the fiery bound 
Duller and dimmer fades, 
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And the Serpent shapes that hiss axoond 
Grow huge in die deepening shades. 

And failing and faint— those Iknbs but now 
Scarce mortal in their power, 

Like the bodies the laws of the Ap^ aUow 
But life for a stated hour. 

As a coipse when the spirit b fled. 

As a spear from a hand when the life is o*ei^ 
The Sorcerer drooped his head, 

And dropped on the dai^ening floor. 
Then, by Uie last blue ray 

Of the flame, while the Serpents creep 
Witii a fainter hiss to the waU — away, 
And curl to their, broken sleep, — 
Each brother beheld the other's face. 
And shudderingly scanned it o'er ; 
Sach change had been wrought in that fearful placSy 
That he scarcely could note a single trace 
Of the features he knew before ! 

* TlieooiidaDiMd. 
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BOOK THE SECOND. 



IHTRODUCTORY LINES TO BOOK THE SECONiX 



TO THE 

RIGHT HONOURABLE THE LADY 

BEFORE HER MARRIAGE. 

Fair girl, whose very name to me 

Recalls that earliest dream of love, 
Now fixed into a memoTy 

That points like spires ahove ;-* 
I love to think her name is thine. 

Fair girl, and I at times can trace < 
A look like hers a moment shine 

On thy yet lovelier face. 
But Wealth and Power before thine eyes. 

Their flowers — shall ^A^ too wither?— strew; 
Thy lot hath all that worldlings prize, 

And her lot never knew. 
Hiou enterest on a stage, in sooth, 

Which few so fair unscathed may tread. 
And pardon, when it notes thy youth. 

Delight if dimm'd with dread. 

How well — :how well, when yet a boy, 
I saw it rise— J can recall 
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An orb of glory and of joy, 

Of which thyself but saw the fall. 
What form wore love so lovelHy ? 

Hers was the Virgin-mother's air ! 
And in her brow — and calmest eye- 
How bristly slept the angel there ! 
She was a thing, like thee,^ that seeaied 

Almost too glorious for desire ; 
And all of which Romance had dreamed. 

Tamed all that passion meant to fire. 
Look round— and where the bright — the holy^ 

The Dawn star ? — fallen from its skies ! 
And apter vice and craftier Folly, 

Where nobler Natures weep— despise. 
And Fashion smiles upon the crime, •^ 

But frowns in wrath on the revealing ; 
And naught save Silence, Memory, Time, 

Are hers, to whom a world was* kneeling ! 
Ah ! doth the sin deserve the sting 

To gorge all Malice wi^ her shame t 
And feel her glory growa a. thing: 

That Fops affect a seomiita elaiml 
And Thou, fair ktdy oS my Mne, 

Sweet Namesake of my heart's reeocdcdt 
Thou, too, art doom'd at kast to- shine 

Where nangfai save Ait ca» be rewarded. 
Ja timi kise woild to whic& tfawi 'rt duamedt 

Who sins not^ is too tame tor reign ; 
And Custom in an hour hath, gained^ 

What Vice foor aiye had stmrmed ift nauir 
And duller, eolder sini idiall max 

The gloss npOB tky sipmi^s pimdn ; 
This sorcerer Wozld but makes, liie star 

It most invokes, the most its minion. 
And ail the pleasures which possess thee 
But dim thy heart while they caress thee ,%*^ 
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And Troth will loee her idrglii bimty ;*-rr 

Ai|d Art ahaU mould ilself ta Daty ^r«» 

And all that Fashion lads thee follow 

LeavoliOTQ foreswoxm and Fmndd^p hoUow* 

I would not meet thee when aome yeara 

Have taugfal thj heart how IbUy aeais* 

And trifles pour so tempting frittered 

Away the youth they but imbittered ; 

When all our fancies ipoat i^dare. 

Cling round that joyous form po more ; 

When the still graces of the cheek 

Forget the soid's soft tale to speaL 

Nor would we seek to learn that tale, 

Nor CQinrt the eoy thought from its veil, 

AfP one who with a charmed, soul 

Hath lurked within some faery knoll, 

And borne to grosser earth again, 

The memory of the bright domaiQ— 

As he — if wise — ^would ask no more 

That land — ^too lovely — ^to explore. 

Lest, as we read in faery story. 

The realm should wither from its glory. 

And all nurs'd now in worship-— fleet. 

And prove delight was but deceit. 

So would I throne my soul's romance. 

Above the reach of Time and Chance, 

So— as a new-blest lover keepeth 

Sweet watch the wliile the lovM one sleepeth ;•« 

So watch'd — so unawaked should be. 

The rare and lovely dream of thee, 

So cling my haunted thoughts unto it, 

— But shim the madness to renew it. 

Bat come — our robe aside we fling. 

And quit the Sage's mimic seat, 
Too glad in humbler guise to sing 

No solemn measure at thy feet-— 

D3 
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Too glad if thou wilt deign to feel* 

When softer chords are touch'd, tho* lightty ; 
Or, if our livelier satire steal 

A smile fipm one who smiles so brigfatljr-^ 
Too glad if tbpu wilt not despise 

A tale that boasts no charming ' Oiaaurs* 
A strain that mingles smiles with sighs, 

Nor always smothers sense with flowers-^ 
Too glad if thou but gently blame 

The simple string that ties our posies, 
Tho' violets take their wonted name, 

And rouge is banished from our roses— ^ 
Too glad if thou the faults forgive. 

Which harsher eyes will judge severely; 
And if within thy memory live ^ 

One line of £^*-*-who loves thee dearly I 



# 
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CHAPTER L 



Among the thousa&d yirtaes which 

Are only foiind in my possession, 
I think I 'm singularly rich 

In that — ^the best of all--^i8cretioa« 
Not less in letters than in action^ 

I know the golden mean to keep» 
What scene to dwell on, or what faet ahiuit 

And where to gallop or to creept. 
This truth I Uuah not to rq>ealy 
'T is policy to haye conceit.-— 
Assurance too (in Greek* you 11 see it), is 
Gonfess'd <' the greatest of the deities.** 

The Twins, His needless then to say, 
Made with the Seer no idle stay. 
I leave you to conceive their walk 

To Bancok on the following day ; 
And will not bore you with tbsir talk^ 

Or meditations, by the way* 

Moreover, since it is decreed* 
Our brothers are for Biitiun bound,; 



♦ »j 
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I think you 11 own there is no need 
To crawl by inches o'er the ground. 



The parting — ^wishes — ^prayers-^hopes — fears. 

Were all remarkably pathetic — ^ 
Poor Ghing was quite dissolved in tears, 

But Chang was ever an ascetic. 
• The clouds within him rarely grew 

Into his eyes, becoming pluvious — 
I skip a simile quite new, 

Ahout the snow around Vesuvius. 
Because my Muse, although no syren. 
Is honest, nor purloins from Byron ; 
Nor any likeness, to be plain, knows 
Between fine feelings and volcanoes. 
The lady moon, the gentle stars. 
The blue s»as breaking into spars — 
The stroll on deck when heaven is dark. 
The sport of bobbing for a shark — 
Prayers — sickness — storm — calm — ^land — starvatknii 
Great deep — grand thoughts — and British nation 
Riding old Neptune like a charger, * 

While patriot hearts grow justly larger; 
Are not these things already shown 
In Marryat's novel, " The King's Own," 
In Cooper, Byron, and in dingy 
Volumes of voyages to Ingee ! 

The sea part, then, I reckon over. 
Just let you eat a steak at Dover, 
And then, as town begins to fill, I 
Land yoil at once in Piccadilly. 

The third day alter they had entered 
. London, of Nadi and Cash the boast, 
Hodges this paragraph adventured 
(As herald) in '' The Morning Post." 
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^ We hear the famous Mr. Hodges, 

** Who wrote of Tactoo the description,- 
** Is just arrived in town, and lodges 

*' At present in the Hadl ^Egyptian. 
** With him two wondrous creatures he 

'* Has brought, we understand, from Siamt 
•* Which all the world will flock to see, f \ 

" And much the sight will edify 'em. ^ 

** Two boys that have together grown, 
** Across die breast joined by a bone ; 
** Of the faculty, invited gratis, 
** Each gentleman we beg to state is ; 
** Already Messrs. Cooper, Brodie, Gee, 
** Lawrence, and Vance have seen the prodigy—— 
^ Declared it can be no deceit, 
** And sWbm the sight was quite a treat 
** This — notice towards them to divert is meant, 
. " See for particulars advertisement. 
•* N. B. In such a way ihey 're joined, 
^ As not to shock the most refined." 

The public then were disengaged — 

No Lyon in especial raged. 

For Poetry there was no passion, 

All Politics were out of fashion ; 

The last new Novel, called "The Peerage," 

Had fallen flat upon this queer age. 

No Kings were going to Guildhall, ^ 
No Dukes were " trembling to their fsdl ;" 
Both Charles and Charleys lived in peace. 
No Philip there — ^here no Police. 
Serenely thieved the nightly prigs. 
And placeless walked the pensive Whigs, 
Time firowned not — and the distant storm 
Slept dull on that dark sea — ^Reform. 
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-:-In such a dearlk of ooBv<ersatkm, 
Judge if om Twms caused some sensatioR. 
From ten to five o'clock each day, 

There thronged to see ^ra such nherj^ 
Such cabs and chariots blocked the way, 

The crowd was like a new King's lev6ei» 
Sir Astley bid high to secure them, 

To cut up when the spring was o'er ; 
He had, he begged leave to assure theniy 

Cut up " The Skeleton," before. 
'T was much, they 'd see if they reflected, 
To be with care and skill dissected ; 
And if next year they would prefer — he 
Was not at present in a hurry. 

Old Crock muth wanting then some new. 

Good speculation, tried to steal them : 
While Lady ■ —the famous Blue— p- 

Gravely requested leave to feel them.^ 
Pettigrew said he 'd keep a nice 

Glass case on Saturdays exposed for them. 
And Mrs. ♦ * *, who *d married thrice. 

With great civility proposed for them. 
But thanks to Hodges, all these perils 

They 'scaped unhurt — ^for thus the state 
Of man is ever ! when we fear ills, 

Heaven saves us from the menaced fate ; 
Except the few not worth a better, a 
Handful of hang'd, drown'd, burnt, et cetera* 

Meanwhile with every day increases. 
The fashion of tlie brother pair ; 

* CoaTereinff onoe witii a IHiie of mom celebrity, I had the nm^taHam of 
perceiTing that ahe waa all the wtjle peculiarly r^a^lew wd ^0Bty. At 
length, ahe aaid with conriderable haiveUf " Excoae me, I moat fo did ftel 




divooncened, for lie waa a great bean and he wore a wig. 



Fashion, that haughty quean that fleeces 

Her Ioye7» with se h%h an aii. 
I think on earth that Jove did drop her, a 

Danseuse from the Olympian opera ; 

Sent, first to glitter, and ta ghbdden w 
Next, to attract^ alkire, aod maddea «» ;. 
Thirdly, to rutB' eaeh beginner 
In life, content with that — to win her I 
Bat when he *s boi^ht the jade^s earesaea^ 
He finds the charm was — ^i&the dresaeo^! 
While Jove ea high behokis^ mftthmlay^ 

The new-blest suitor's melancholy. 
Applauds the etmning of the minx. 

And chuckles, at the green-horn's fblly. 
hi every painter's shop one sees 
Neat portraits of ** The Siamese ;" 
And every wandering Tuscan carriM, 
Their statues cast in clay of Paris^ 
Those statues sell in such a lot. 
They play the dense with Pitt and Scott ; 
hi vain aloft upon the board. 
Indignant looks the poet lord; 
Unsold^ Napoleon now may doae. 
And out of joint's his conqueriHr^s noac^ 

Money flocks itt, with such profeisioii. 

The doorkeepers are all confusion ; 

*< For breathes there one with soul so deacU 

** Who never to himself hath said," 

When fashion gorems all the town^ 

^ Oh, who 'd tfaink twice of half-a-ciowB l'^ 

Yet mid this whirl of pounds and pleaswe 

Chang found for reading ample lebure ; 

Indeed, the day '^ a sort of beast. 

Of which the body is the least ; 
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The head and tail let study seize— 
And with the rest do what you please ! 

But now, a new delicious source 
Ghished on his mind's enlarging course: 
. The mingled and the mighty store 
Of our land's language, and its lore ; 
Our sturdy reasoners' vigorous themes. 
Our golden poets, and their dreams ; 
And His divine and wondrous page 
Who walke'd Creation as his stage ;— 
With these, his restless fancy blent, 

The legends of less deep romance, 
. Where wisdom's bow is lightly bent. 

And Truth 's the conquest of a glance* 
Where, more than all, the dazzling kings 

Of every climate rule the story. 
Where love and fame unite their springs, 

And Beauty yields herself to Glory. 

Such studies scarce could feed his hearty 
Nor grow his thoughts' most cherished part, 
And^hence, perchance, he learned, for Fame* 
And Love» too bright a throne to frame, 
And too repiningly to chide 
The fate which such to him denied. 

And shall I— can I — say — ^too brightly 

Hb fancy bodied forth his dream 
Of woman — ^whom his land so lightly 

Had taught his boyhood to esteem. 
He clothed that image in whate'er 
Bomance had pictured as most fair. 
And Thought with life the status warmed, 
And his soul worshipped what it formed :<— 
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That image from the Cyprian's madness. 

How worn soe'er in every strain, 
Ne*er served to shadow forth a sadness, 

A fantasy, more wild and vain. 
All he had leam'd, in short, had fathered 

All tha:t 'twere well could he forget; 
The fruit of knowledge had been gathered. 

And its first taste to him — ^regret ! 
Tho' Hodges was nor wise nor merry, 
Honest and true he was, and very ; 
He kept the accounts with faith, — unwilling 
To rob our brothers of a shilling— 
And now they really seemed preparing. 
Shortly to grow as rich as Baring ; 
When Fate, who meant them not for bankers, . 
Saved them from wealthy care and oankers*- 
Ere their gains took too large addition, she 
Turned short and checked them at sufficiency. 

One evening when the whole day long 
Our Twins had entertamed the throng, 

Ghang felt so poorly and oppress'd . 
(Of late his spirits had been low), 

That, ere their wonted hour of rest. 

To bed he was obliged to go. 

» 

Poor Ching, who was, with shouts of laughter. 
Playing at draughts with Hodges' daughter 
(Of whom my muse a sketch prepares). 
Was snatched away, and walked up stain, 
And (sleep the last thing in his head) 
Coolly deposited in bed ; 
But Chang was restless, nor could close 

His eye9— a fretful fever bum'd him ; 
And just as Ching began to doze, 

Chani upside down abruptly turned him ; 
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Served thrice in such provoking faishimi, 
Ching bounced at last into a passion : 
« Zounds I Chang," he cried, '* I do assure y^, 
" Your starts would rouse a Bramin^s fury ; 
"Tho* you may think I've not a nerve, I 

" Must beg you to yourself will keep. 
** No mia can thus be topsy-turvy 

" Turned, when he 's settling into sleep. 
*• You may be ill: — I do n't deny it, 
*« But other folks, when ill, are quiet." 

• 

" Truly," said Chang, " 't is most fraternal 

" To fall upon me in this way, 
** I 'd like to know if this infernal 

** Ciknate kill me — ^whaJt you would say t 
*' I fef» worse things to you might hap, 
^ Than posture changed, or broken sa^p. 
• " Perhaps you woiuld not long survive-v— yoit 
*• Might then — well, welt may God forgive you I" 

Softened by this appeal, poc^ Ching 
Grasped Chang's hot hand, and whimp^dag 
.Answered — '^ Indeed, my dearest brother, 

** It was a monstrous thing in me 
*' My selfish murmurings not to smother-- « 

^ But pray cheer up, and you will be 
^ As well as ever in the morning. 
^ Meanwhfle I promise to take waraing 
< From all my past infirmities ; 
•* And, if it give you any ease, 
«* Pray kick as stoutly as y<»i please." 

Here then a little scene- ensued,^- 
For ever, where there hirks affection^ 

No love like tha^ whi<^ follows feud. 
And beara with kind remorse connepon. 



I 
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And when 't was over, find a bAef 
Silence had given te each relief, 
Chang cleared liis throat and ihns confidffll 
To Ching the scheme for which he 8igh4id; 

»* I *m sure, dear Ching, yoif feel hke 'toe, 

" How hard a thing It is to be 

** Teased, worried, questioned, pulled aboaty 

" Stared at and quizzed by every lout, 

'* And give a right to all the town 

•* To laugh at us for half-a-crown 

^ Hodges of course <K3in feel no «hock ;— ^t 

" Is flm for him to fill his pocket : 

^ And, still so long as he can fill it, he 

** Heeds not our wounded sensibility. 

" I grant, my Ching, that for a while, 
^ This pa(^-horse state we might abidBy 

" And Wealth's soft hoj^might reconcile 
" To every gall the sKui of pride. 

•* Whispering * from out these very stingtt 

" * Your future independence springs.* » 

But, now wealth 's won ! there but remains 
" To enjoy betimes our hard-earned gains. 
** Slight is the forfeit, to forego 
" The honours of the rareeshow. 
« And sure of all our wants require, 
" Renounce ihe monster, and retire f ^ 

• 

**Upon my word," said Ching, ^ 'tis atii^ugb 

**JX ne'er occurred to me, this change ; 

"But, now you mention it, I see a 

" World to admire in your idea ; 

** To-morrow, ^gad, we 11 make them all di^Mi 

** By cutting this confounded thrakboi. 

** We'll claim old Hodges*s account, 

^ Keep house upon our share's amount : 
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** Go here, go there, consult our ease, . 

*^ And. do exactly what we please ; 

" Indulge in draughts, minced veal, and whiskey, 

" And — split my wig— but we '11 be frisky !" 

" What deep;" continued Chang, "what still 

** Delight, this great world to survey ; 
"To rove its thousand paths at will, 
" And find a truth in every way ! 
" To trace the springs by which are bow'd, 
** Or rais'd, in tuni, the obedient crowd, 
" As shifU the custom midst them thrown, 
" Without one impulse of their own. 
" To view the mighty map of man 

" Before the kindling gaze unfurled ; 
"And, line by line, to track the plan — ^" 

" In short," cried Ching, " to see the world I" 

Thus talk'd the Twins, until the dew 

Of life, sweet slumber, o'er them grew ; 

When lo ! a light beneath the door — 

And hark ! a footstep on the floor — 

And softly towards Uie brothers' bed, 

With shaded lamp, and hushing tread, 
A charming vision stole ;-r-itd form 
Was light, yet lovely as a fairy ; 
But human bei^uty, rich and warm, 
Hung o'er the cheek its glowing charm— 
*T is their host's daughter — ^Mary ! 

How holy woman's yoOth — ^while yet 
Its rose with life's first dews is wet^ — 
While hope most pure is least confessed, 
And all the Virgin in the breast ! 
O'er her white brow, wherein the blue 
Transparent vein seemed proud to bear 
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Hie wann thoughts of her heait-— untp 

The soul so nobly palaced there ! 
O'er her white brow were richly braided 

The tresses in a golden flow ; 
But darkly slept the lash that shaded 

Her deep eye, on its lids of snow. 
What could that magic eye inspire \ 
Its very light was a desire ; 
And each blue wandering of its beani} 
Called forth a worship and a dream ; 
The soft rose on her softest cheek 

Had yet the sun's last smile to win : 
But not the less each blush could speak 

How fidl the sweetness hived within. 
The rich lip in its bright repose 
Refused above its wealth to close. 
And mid the coral and the dew. 
The pearls all freshly glistened thro', 
And round that lip, in dimped cell, ^- 

The smiles that wreathe enchantment dwell-^— 
Waked by a word — and yet revealing 
A witness less of Mirth than Feeling — 
Rounded her glorious shape :— tho' mute 
Died Echo round her fairy foot, 
Tho' small as childhood's was the band 

That lightly clasp'd her gracefid vest, 
And though so slight her tempting haihd. 

You hid it while you press'd. 
Yet formed the hills her robe controll'd 
In Love's most ripe luxuriant mould. 
Not in more swelling whiteness sails 
Cayster's swan to western gales,* 

* Tbe reader will remember the paaeage in the Hymn attrilmted (o Anaenon-^ 

*'Ai^ tI( «cd«iK>( KaSo-pv 
noA(0{$ impoiffi liiXrtutv 

Aaidaopeiiiapt a paMaga In Naalanxen (Qiat. 84), ftr wUch I aqfaalf am 
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When the nlelocfiotjs itiwrnmr sings 
Mid her slow-heav'dToluptuoiis wings. 
And never on a breast morie formed 

For lofty dreams — yet low devotion- 
More tender, or more truly warmed 

With all which lights — yet guides — emotion ; . 
More fitted in the evil day 
To be Man's solace and his stay ; 
Never on breast more rich in aught 
That comforts grief— but heightens thought- 
Did lover rest, and feel the earth 
Had faded round him into dearthr— 
That Fate was baffled ; and that Change 
Had lost the wish' — the power to range ; 
And all the world — its hopes — -its charms — 
Its Future — shrunk within his arms ! 
O Woman ! day-st^r of our doom — 
Thy dawn our birth — -thy clgse our tomb, 
Or if the Mother or the Bride, 
Our fondest friend -and surest guide ; 
And ypt our folly and our fever, 
The Dream— the Meteor— the Deceiver — 
Still, spite of sorrow — ^wisdom — ^years— 
And those — Fate'« sternest wamers — ^tears — 
Still clings my yearning heart unto thee, 
Still knows no wish like those which woo thee^ 
Still in some living form essays 
To clasp the bright cloud it portrays }— 
And still as one who waits beside, ' 
But mav not ford, the faitliless tid( 



Indebted to Mr. Jodrell, in his Illastrations of tbe Ion of Emipldes, andivliioll 
I transcribe flrom that work. 

Tit i te^KVio pvw<Paimv 4^ (aSfjv Stclv iKirerdaij rd vrepdv Tats«6pati m2 
vo^ luXos rd aiiptyiia. 

It was an ancient notion, that tbe music of tbe swan was produced bj ita 
wings, and inspired by tbe zephyr. See this subject tieoted with his tceoa- 
^MuudttoiAtiMi by Bfr. JedreQ, tn tiie above-ineatioiied BtustraciDiis. 



B wears its ov& biirf M^away— ^ 
It marks the^ioiBg^wiitere stiay— - 
Gomts every changre that ^ads tlie river — 

Alid finds ^Aa/ change it pines for — never! 

« 

New string the lute, as ^tom iny soul 
The feelings life should bsmish,. fail, 

And sobering from fond Thought's control. 
My verse gUdes <mwaxd with my tale. 

Above their heads she held the lampt 

And still the light which there it threw, 
On Chang's dark bi;pw the feverish daxap 
• Was slowly gathering ; and the hue 
Upon his cheek flush'd rich and brightly^ 
And his clos'd lips just quivered sUghtly. 

But Ching sleeps sound and calm as death ; 
You scarcely catch his even breath : — 
Still lie the tides within, nor seem "" 

As wrinkled by the faintest dream ; 
And o'er his cheek one soft smile keeps 

Its silent home, nor varies ever ; 
All like^ome tender star, that sleeps 

Upon the hush'd lap of the river. 

And half inclined to each — (to thee, 

Sweet Julia, would I thus had grown !) 
Round eit^her neck, it touchM to see. 

The other's arm was thrown ; 
But stiH the hand of one was clos'd, 

Like his, whom pain and anger gall ; 
And still the other's hand repos'd. 

Like one who sleeps at peace with alL 

The maiden look'd, and kindly drew 
The curtain round the feverish brother ; 
■ • E 
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*' Can grant its living inyriad» a£i 
** That is to me denied ! 

** Am I not formed as others 1 Ave 

" The sense, sight, ound — delight and fire 
*' Of beauty bann'd me — can I bar 

" From my quick heart the keen desire, 
" That vague, wild, circling as the air 
** Blends with each single impulse there t 
** And thou, oh, thou ! at whose least look 

*' My heart leaps up, as at the voice 
" Of the west wind — the enamour^ brook 

^ Leaps up to revel and rejoice : 
*« Beneath thy touch, how can I thrfll, 
•* Yet bid my bomiding veins be still ?— 
*' And when thou smilest on another, 
•* How can my soul its fury smolher— 
" Ev'n though that smile be on my l»rother l** 

Here broke' his thoughts mto a dark, ' 

And wild, and warring tide ; 
And silently he stoopM, to mark 

The sleeper by his side. 
At first his look was dread and stem, 
As if to hate all love could turn. 
And terrible it was to see 

The contrast of the pair ; 
The smile, and the tranquillity — 

The wrung brow, the despair. 

But o'er the waker*s features slowly^ 

And shade by shade, a soA change stole, 
As memories dear, and fond and holy, 

Broke forth like moonbeams on hit soul : 
As moonbeams when they gradual fall 

Some dim and lonely churchyard o*er 
And make but soil and sacred sdl 

That roused the wanderer's awe before. 
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CHAPTER n. 

I HEREBY give due infoimation 

(And shall proceed by law to diow it) 
Of a most infamous imrasion 

Upon my patent as a poet. 
With wonder and resentment, I am 

Informed that you have been to see a 
Pretended brace of hoys from Siam, 

Who 've basely stolen my idea. 
I do declare, I ^ve no connexion 

With any other — curiosities ! 
And hope the public, on reflection, . 

Won't see me wrong'd by such atrocities 
I 'm sure my Customers must waken 

From a deceit so blind and silly, 
Nor let my Twins for those be taken 

So lately shown in Piccadilly. 
Reader, I must implore that you shun 

Confounding- one for t' other, or I 
Declsffe, so serious a confusion 

Will spoil your interest and my stoiy. 
Know, that hencef(H*^h, thro^ thk na^ratioii^ v 

1 11 pamt my 7>Wins^-lh^ really cunoosMH 
Not in one single s^iltiaii 

In which you could hare seen the spmidw^ 
I hope that without furiher clatter^ 

The impostors will retreat^— and early— 
Or else I shall resign th6 matter 

Into the hands of liakeiuadBitile^' '^. : 
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Behold, our brethren now retired, 
No longer to be seen for money ; 
' "Iliey spent their hours as they desired, 
f And lived no more for fame but fun : I 
Must own when novelty was o'er, 
That fun itself began to bore. 

Hodges and Mary with them dwelt — 

Ching was the person to propose it, 
Altho' at fitst his brother felt — 

Or feigned — a ^ight desire t' qppose it. 
Their guest most frequent was a cousin 

Of our friend Hodges-*-Julian Laneham ; 
He called upon the Twins a dozen 

Times in a week— to entertain 'em. 
"We '11 pause a moment in our way— 
This cousin merits a survey. 

Left, yet a boy, an orphan, — wide 

The eslate bequeathed him by his sire — 

That fine large common-ground, supplied 

With vagrants to one's heart's desire, 
And callM " The Public," in the schools 

Of. rogues — a double meaning clothing — 
But I believe your honest fools 

More generally call it — " Nothing." 

In short, his &ther had possess'd 

A very liberal turn of mind $-— 
No mna was better fed atfd dresft'd-r*- 

No habits could be m^0 re&i'd,*-^ 
No bMd'had mdre eontempt for Cocker, 
more grim£Kceii at his knocker* 



The first five years, the estate transmitted 
To him from jdurty squiredf chs, fiittad* 



^imports /•— -when ten years more had fled, it 
Grew serious — Debt had murthered Cradil* 
He bore the matter well, and placid, 
Retired from life on pruiraic acid; 
Left Christian patience to the Cits, 
And to his son he left— his wits ! 
And Julian was extremely clever, 

But not exactly in that way 
By which your D — ►— 's Htc for ever. 

And leave — ^not have — ^the devil to pay. 

Two maiden aunts, who thou^^t him pretljt 
Bestowed upon him mere than pity : 
Sent him toscho(d, and thence to college^ 
And wing*d Ability with Knowledge. 

large was his mind, and clear — ^yet deep ; 

A little pensive, but not whining : 
Ambition, courage, hope can ke^ 

All stuff, worth iM^ing, from repiniag* 
Wisdom, which bow folks really seem 
To think is pick'd up l&e a £u»hion« 
Became to him a goal— a dreamr- 

A faith — a gl<»ry — and a passion. 
And so at length^^-^lnr time and toil 
Wring harvesia from ^e sternest Mil ; 
At length, the wealth within him stored 
Swelled slowly to no common hoard ; 
And Fellows, to P)ro$BBSor9 taming, 
Talked of young Laneham^s << resJ leaming.** 

No Crerman^n^no poet loved 
Nature's minuteat mysteries nore 

Than he ;-'-^hey moulded and they mbved 
His heart as viet4e8» springs ;*^the lorerv 

Of harsher thCN)^ tiiiey raised aad waimei^ 

S3 
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And from each dream the self they bore 
That yomig Ambition formed. 

Bot Nature's altar is within. 

The Priest that serves it is the Feeling, 
Secret her worship — nor would win 

A single tribute unconcealing ; 
^e asks few hours, but holy ; giving 
The rest of life, in short, to living. 

So Julian played not the romantics. 
Too lolly for sudh sombre antics ; 
Jtfostly, indeed, he lived alone, 

And shunn'd the customs of the crowd, 
FT>r Knowledge had his palace grown, 

And he was poor and proud. 

But when he mixed with m^i he wore 
The aspect and the mood they bore, 
And his strong sense and vigorous mind 
Led — but by joining with — ^mankind. 
The deeper and the shrewder saw 

In him those qualities that guide 
To Fame, in spke of Fortune's Law. . ^ 

For his worst fault, his v^y piide. 
Had in it something stem and hard ; 

Thai stubborn, unbowed, c(^queriD|r ^j^rit, 
That clasps, or climbs to, its reward, 

'And masters all that it may mexijL, 

In short, 't was generally agreed, 
Julian was one who must mu^ceed^ — 
Although his genius was not indolent ; 

Althou^ his studies were not brown ; 
Although he never at a window leant ; 

And turned his cdkrs nicely dowh— «• 
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Generous he was, and kind, and bold. 
But calm his mien — ^his aspect cold ; 
And the edg'd sharpness of his tongue 
(When Fofiy roused or Malice stung). 
Where the swifl wit so brightly play'd 
It lit — ^it mocked — ^the wounds it made. 
Stirred the half-conscious spleen of those 
Who, bat-like, flit 'twixt friends and foes ; 
Huntmg suspicion thro' the dark, 
And feeding on-*>* a kind remark." 
If Hate to Talent spaces ^ laurels. 
It grubs within*— among its morals. 
So those who owned his parts denied 
The motive which the act supplied. ^ 
His life was guihless — ^True ! but Art 
Can hide, and Interest blunt — the heart 
He mighrbe sure in life to rise ; 
But there was something in his eyes I 
They did not mean to call him vicious. 
But Wit was always so malicious, 
His head was g6od— -<^^ all might know— - 
A good heart never made a show. 

Whether or not these hints were true, 
I fear this tale can scarcely prove, 

Which only broadly brmgs to tiew 

His llBart — m that one weakness — Love. 



Aunts departed life — &eir will 
Left four black cats to Margaret Still, 
With a most adequate annuity 

In proper comfort to maintain 'em ; 
And one cool thousand— a gratuity 

To their dear nephew— -Julian Laneham. 
Expressing kindly all ^ir grievag. 
That mofe they 'd not the power of leaving. 
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Upon this thousand he is livings 
While we Ve this introduction giving. 
Although accustomed to command some 
Attention — Julian scarce was handsome.* 
His cheek was delicate and fair, 
But darkly waved his clustering hair 
O'er his pale brow the mind had taught 
Resolve to blend itself with Thought. 
And — whether there Hate, Glory, break, 

Or Love rise soft into revealing,' 
No human eye could brighter speak ; 

Or warm your heart to share~the feeling; 

. Turn we from him : about this time 

A merchant of the name of Hancock^ 
Returned from Siam to this dime. 

With packets to the Twins from Baocok. 
Since Fiaan gambling had begun. 

Improving in that ars divina ; 
He M somediing really handsome won j 

Of a ymmg rake from Coehia China. 
With this — awaro how changes cruel 

For ever heel a Gambler's joys, 
He bought — good man— ^a noble iew€i9> '. 

And sent by Hancock to hi»boys.> i 

Then, having thus his conseienee eapedy 

And Ibr his sons so well provided^ - . m~ ■ i 

Unto the dogs, just as he pleased, \ 

To go — ^he lib'rally decided; j 

However, on the second day 

From that in which he had coimnkted 

* I find tlie two fldlowing U^eftin that most agreeable and graeatel piMi\ 



* The Advice to Jlilia,** stifficlently Vike those in the test to eonrkt no ifmi 
fiioted-H>f a iiUtgiariaiB ol which I WM aii4eoMKi«&- 
- *' Jolisr-^I ewn yon may cqminand some 
** Aiccotioa^you are yoonf nadhaatdmfam,**- 
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The gem to Mr. Hancock (and 
Before the merchant led the strand), 
They foond him cold in bed ; away 

L^e L»ck — the Gambler's soul had flitted. 
Short arelhe Bancok Gentr3r'8 necks — he 
Had lost the game to Apoplei^. 

So much her sorrow did subdue them, 
His wife's relations took her to them. 
Hancock had left her comfort scorning, 
Dissolved in tears: — and choosing mourning. 

I need not say — when they received 
This news — the Twins were greatly grieved. 
I scarcely know who bore it worst, 
— But Oiling was comf(»ted the first. 

Their gem when sold, and what it brought, 

When added to their former store. 
Made up so much, a^age had thought 

No moderate man could wish for more ! 

Ab if — but the reflection 's stale !— • 

We ever could, with all our trying 
To throw the salt vqpon its tail, — 

Prevent ths^ bird — a wish — from Byixig* 

Their purposed sojourn here to lengthen, 
Of course this news but served to strengthen ; 
And when among the world 't was known 
That Chang and Ching so rich had grown — 
(For with a rare exaggeration, 
Their wealth received quadruplication-— ) 
And that from lucre's low negoiium^ 
They ];iad retired to take their otium ; 
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Then that most courtly world, where trade is / 
Thrown out o' the window by the ladies, 
Thought that themselves they'd really bring, 
To leave their cards on Chang and Ching. 

Rrst came the learned Misses Berry,* 

Whose talk I hear is worth the listening ; 
And next the sparkling LondondeTry,t 

Called to invite them to a christening. 
The fashion set — the vassals follow — 

All ask — ^press — ^pray — for Chang and Ching ; 
They beat three Polish princes hollow, 

And half outshine a Carib King. 
Sole instance here, this my muse hints, is 

Of folks much sought for — tho* not princes. 
For here we're so divinely loyal, 
* Nothing goes down that sounds not royal. 
Some fcBtid king from Hottentot, 

Would be all day at the balconies ; 
While— when in town — Sir Walter Scott 

May dine in quiet with his cronies. 
:(Prince Raggedhoff comes o'er — all fall on him ! 
Were^iodthe here— pray who would call on him ? 

Of Ching— rthat diamond of good fellows 
Tom Moore begins to grow quite jealous ; 
For Ching once made a happy hit, ^ 

And complimented Lady Frightful, 
And so became the reigning wit. 

Whom all such ladies call'd delightfuL 

[* Noted ** Bines:" one bas wriOea « baek, caUcd « A ConpamtiTB VI0W of 
the Social Life of England and France."] 
[f Lady Londonderry, a Tery fine lady— a beauty, and a patraneas at Ah 
, aiaek*a.l 

t Thii peculiarity begina to dietingni^ us leea. 11mm la a little de]nreda- 
ttona t nreaent in tbe price of kinga— but tbaa, to beanre-^t ia in kings em of 
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Besides, on the piano-forte 

Siamese ballads he qould sing ;* 
And, oh I they were so sweet — so naugh^-— 

YouM scarce have known Tom Moore from 

And really Chang, who sulking by 
Sat with curled lip and drooping eye, 
While, Moore-like, Ching performed the syren. 
Made no bad sort of Bancok Byron* 

As they professed opinions hberal, 

And Chang was thought a youth of m?; » 
They went where wonly Witlings gibber all 

Ineptitudes — at Holland House. 
There Allen,* all about the riches . 

Of Siam, with its manners — ^laws, 
Pump'd out to pour into those speeches 

Wliich gain his Lordship such applause. 
Those speeches when the frost of fears 

Melts— as Monseigneur swells from Madam< 
And ^hes out upon the Peers, 

The History of the World since Adam ! 
The Duke of Devonshire was very 

Civil — he 's really a good fellow ! 
And D — F— , when he saw, grew merry, 

Two faces than his own more yellow. 
Lord %ranville courteously desired. 

They 'd join his coterie of whisters ; 
And Esterhazy much inquired, 

If they were sure they had no sisters. 
Ching thought, the first ball he attended 

(The married women seemed so pretty). 
Some goddesses had condescended 

T' improve the beauty of the city. 

[• lAmuiin to Livd HoIlaiid,>« great ^viltir in tte Kdtadwr^ 
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He asked the names he sliouid adorcy 

I find we worshij^ed them before ; 

And in Ching^s prayer-book yon may spy ^em 

Writ Beatly down — New Nat* for Siam. 

Here 's Lady Gower, a charming face 

To heavenly visions to exhort one ; 
Aftd here, I think, we seem to trace 

A future Boudhist Nat in Norton. 
St. Maur — her mother beauty taught her— 
And here — feir Lady Cowper's daughter. 

Next— -dash to earth the cup of praise. 
Resume, proud Muse, thy sober satire, 

Nor bow thy vow'd, unworldly lays, ' 
To those whom every fool may flatter. 

Leave " Ladies Fair !*• to be the boast 

Of guardsmen and the Morning Post ; 

And, with thy firee and faithful strain, 

On-^my light satire — sweep again ! 

Tho' liked the gay the jovial brother. 

The pensive gave it for the other ; 

And Jersey, after whose own heart is 

The grave,— -asked Chang to all her parties, 

But only begg'd he would not bring 

His vulgar brother, Mr. Cliing. p- 

She sent him once a card for Willis's 
That pretty pastoral spot, where PhHlisses 
And Damons dance extremely badly. 
Where married' dames coquet it sadly—- 
Where, this the law supreme and vital. 
No sin comes here — ^without a title. 

* NA (w wa hsfe hefbn said) are snpeilor beioga 



Where, if afew a]%ht &ultB, or fraHties-^ 

UnYirgin'd maids, and liber^ wiTes, 
Breaking dull wedlock's cold and stale tiesg— 

The pure ReUgio Loci shrivest 
At least the low commercial rout 
*^ The Ladies'^.piously shut out; . 

And fierce to trade as any Goth's chikL 
Preserve the moral air from Rothseiuld. 

But to Qur theme ; — at Almack's now, 

When gravely Chang himself presented. 
Much did the -doormen wonder how 

From enterinc; Ching could l>e prevented. 
Ingress 't was clear they must permit 

To Chang, who had his v6ucher got — 
As clear — they must not think of it 

For Ching, who cepmsAy had net. 




•* That way up st^airs — no, sir, not you— 

** I have a duty, sir, to do — 

** JVb ticket, sir? — I'd rather hang 

, ** Myself, than suffer such a things 
** I do n't prevent you^ Mister Chang— 
" I can't allow it, Mister Ching." * 

Grave Chang stood open-mouthed with stupor. 
Gay Ching was choler all, and chatter. 

When suddenly sweet Lady Cowper 
Came by and reconciled the matter. 

For Mirth have all the Lambs affection. 

So she took Ching to her protection. 

I 'm not surprised, I own (when I 
Remember how each other tie 
The laws of Ton contrive to sunder), 
That Willis should be lost in wonder, 
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That flesh and blood should dare refuse, 
' For once to loosen their alliance, 
And Yol^ Mistress Nature choose 
To set ev'n Almack^s at defiance. 

We Ve said in some one of our pages. 
That Chang had lately conned our sages. 
^ But most of all the books commanding 
His thoughts, was Locke on Understanding ; 
That great name spoke hard by — he heard— 
He turned — enraptured at the word. 

And L ^k (the handsome Captain) took 

For the young author of the book ; 
Accordingly he straight addressed him. 
With compliments in thousands pressed him— - 
Swore that no man he so admired, 
And humbly where he lived — ^inquired. 

Quoth he, '' The human mind is found, 
*' Having in all climes the same faults — ^ 

He ceased — ^the Captain looking round. 
Saw him "whirrd off into a waltz. 

For Ching, who lik'cl those giddy dances, 

Was now engaged to Lstdy Frances ; 

Sweet Lady — daughter to Ijord Connor, 

And fi^brest of the Maids of Honour. 

Meanwhile the smiling Lady Mother 

Steps up, and whispers in her ear, 

I hope it is the elder brother, 

And not " the Detrimental"— dear ! 

Away we turn ; and tow'rds the space 
Where tea and cakes the soul invite— 

Lol meet en fno^^e the vagrant race 
The swallows of a single night : 
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Young men, whose looks and feet c<nitrbe 

To win one voucher to Almack's ; 
While dear mamma and sisters drive 

To Mistress 's or C * s> 

Pale guardsmen struggling into toUf 

Spruce witlings just brought out hy Murray^ 
And squiresses whose squires are known 

To have some votes in Kent or Surrey- 
Stiff — staring — starched — about a scoie, 
^^e carvings, decorate the door. 

Alas ! what aipdous toil has won, 

Perchance their fleeting triumph here ! 
What bitter joy, when all was done. 

And entrance granted with a sneer ! 
But Pride its food from Pain shall borrow ; 

And those to-night's neglect shall gall, 
Will fly o'er half the town to-morrow, 

To boast of Almack's charming ball. 

The dance is o'er, and yonder see. 

Encircled by a smiling ring, 
Sweet Lady Frances sips her tea. 

And flirts with Mr. Ching. 

Till Lady Connor, from her station 
Beside, thus turns the conversation— 
" Dear ! Mr. Ching, that 's very pretty— 
"Why Moore himself 's not half so witty; 
** How well you know our English dances ! 

** You '11 come to us the twenty-second ; 
«• You 've heard, perhaps, that Lady Frances 

*« The Duke his best Mazourkist reckoned.-^ 
«* Music you like — ^Ah ! how divine a 

•* Thing is that song Fan loves to sing-^ 
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•* Y<mr property, I thinkvS in China,* 

"And you're the eldest, Mr. ChingT 
" Can, Mr. Chmg," resumes the lady, 

^ ** Our carria^ be of use to you t 
*• I grieve, that we 're so full already— 
** We cannot ask your brother too— 
«« Oh, I forgot — ^well, well — ^you '11 call I 
" Fanny, my love-*-why, where 's your shawlf 

Return we— -as the gaUant Chmg 
Now starts, the friemily robe to bring—* 
To Chang, who, I forgot to tell ye. 
Was a^mg with Prince C— r-i ; 
Both talked with wonderful ability,— 
The theme ?— " The doctrine of Utility." 

A point so hard, if well coi^ested-^ 
Could scarce in such spot be adjusted ; ^ 
So 't was agreed on eiUier side. 
That Hallam should the point decide ; 
Since none more noted for addicticm 
To learning or — to contractiction. 

This settled, they propose to canter 

Off to the Umpire's house instanter$ 

Forgetting, in the hot debate. 

That now it was extremely late, 

And that, perchance, sweet sleqp assuages 

His mind who wrote " The Middle Ages." 

'T was just as they were high m idl 
The graye ^p«ite, that Ching was hurried 

Away for Lady Fanny'iB shawl :— 
And just as Ching himself bestirred, 

* little mittakai tai tc^wgrapby He not nncominon In Ute beK cdoM 



'ibmaiiy a warm feiiit gjrac^U fold, her 
8hai^ tawrap across her flhoiikler» 
That, having not himself an inkling 

That Chang thus rudely to depart meant, 
Ghing was snatched off; — and in a twinklinf , 

VanishM 9^ay from the apartm^ot. 

"T is very strange" -T- said Lady Fan, 
^ But, really, Ching *s a pleasant man T' 
**T is very strange"— rejoin'd her mother, 
•* But, really, Ching must c^t \m b^<rther»" 

So left our Twins that siunp^uous dome 

To find the Historian-<-npt at home ; 

And poor Utility is still 

Baadied Macauley versus Mill ; — 

Hiat sumptuous dome of fears and hopes-r- 

Of raptures breathed between the ropes, 

As round, in languor ajEld satiety ,^ 

Ripples tl^e stream of '« Goon Society !** 

Their way thus won to Fashion's fort, 
Our brothers patronise the courtr— 
Partake the genial Monarch's ]»ea]. 
And see crowned heads in disMiHe. 

Chang joins the party of Lord Grey, 
But Ching more loved Duke Arthur's sway : 
So should Dame Fate uphold his Grace,, 
Gray Ching enjoys a cosey place ; 
And if the Earl should gain the head. 
Why then the place is Chang's instead*-^ 
Fit emblem of the twin conditions 
Of all who 're righUy politicians — ^ 
To them alike each s^nift mutation. 
Two faces-f<-1^^ the same snug station I 
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Ah! how convenient — how invmcible-^ 

That junction-bone called '« Change of Piinc^ 1^ 

And Ching, to Chang's vexation, dances 
Before the Queen with Lady Frances, 
And thinks each smile the fair accords him, 
A proof of her intentions tow'rds him ; 
Hints to his friends how well he *s treated, 
(Those lucky dogs are so conceited!) 
Nay, fancies that 't is time to prove 
By some bold act return of love ; 
And thinks the least that he can do, 
To show how Bancok gallants woo, ^ 

Will be some quiet nrght to clamber 
Without the wall into her chamber. 

♦* Heavens ! what a coxcomb !" — I confess so, 
fiut few your foreign dandies less so ; 
You 'd think, to hear the rascals boast. 
Each glance they shot had bagged its host — 
And ye, soft sex, in truth distinguish 
Those creatures far beyond the English ; 
With them ride, ruralize, and flirt. 
As if French scandal did no hurt — 
Behold the danger of the thing, 
And cut the coxcombs, warned by Ching. 

Ching's project he to Chang unfolded. 
Who slowly yielded, while he scolded 
(Glad, it may be, that Ching appeared 
To love not where at first he feared). 
And in return, Ching gave a hearty 

Assent to join Miss 's party ; 

Who had engaged all Wisdom's scions 
To tea — ^ coterie of Lions — 
The punning — chemie — chattering-^ciitioaly 
And oeconomico-political. 
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hone nighty then, the bond they ratify, 

Thar several tastes in torn id gratify : 

Yini comes grave talk, the soul subliming, 

''And then, my boy," cries Chii^, *' for dimbing'!'* 

Tis eve ! the party metf—^onr pair. 
The ** observed of ail observers," there ! 
Charming the melange ! — what variety 
.Checkers the tints of Blue society ! 
A. chatterer here, and there a still man, 
i Malthus now, and next a Milman ; 
A Spanish air, a Grerman guttural, 
A sharp, dry sentence shot from Luttrel; 
A song from Tom, a hit from Sam, 
A glorious laugh from William Lamb ;* 
A prosy man from Timbuctoo, 
A fine, freethinking, liberal Jew ; 
A general hash of odds and ends — 
New books — old medals — deaths of friends-— 
Stewed down into a conversation, 
By men of '* general information." 

ye great Authors of our time. 

Be gentle to this gentle rhyme ! 

Abuse me not as you Ve abused me— 

You know how shockingly you 've used me— <f 

Altho' you blandly clothed your gmle, 

And veiled your bite beneaUi your smile ; 

And, fearful ev'n of this poor satire, 

Forbore to aid — but not to flatter. 

Yet is it just ! — for him, who sues 

No praise from bards, no help from Blues ; 

Who yields their idols cold respect. 

Who shuns their dinners and their sect ; 

* Wbo, as Visooant Melbourne and Secretary of State, will, "Wb hoM nd 
taUere, fVUfll all tbat tbe country tias long expected finom histaLmtSitBapivvv 
tttt ft naa may be hooeat and true, as well aa wiae and mMTy. 
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And from the world to ReaMii flo^im. 

Thinks .for hunself and Jives alone— ^--i ■■' ^ 

For him, I fear, is scarce the ta?adb, * > * 

By which neat piles oi P^ne are made* 

No hints to these, no balm to thosBy 

No urging friends, or soothing foes f 

No passing on the vagrant Muse 

To noble shelves and Scotch Reviews ; 

No begging each book-msddng sinner 

To talk about one's work at dinner : 

No luck like that by wki<^ some hoaiy 

Renowns were coddled ^ito glory ; 

And now, grown " honoikrs to the nation," 

Blew out thei& ^' bubble reputation." 



Our Twins are sauntering tnro' the 
Ching^bored — Chang perfectly at home; 
Ton 'd thought, to mark their several foces^ 
Their characters had shified places. 
Chang, charmed to hear such lore and knowledgey 
Seemed blithe as Freshman at a college, 
While Ching contrasts his learned gladness 
With a long face of patient sadness. 
I spare you, reader, a. narration 
Of all the graver conversation. 
Of how Chang heats his kindled soul 
With Parry's chat about the Pole ; 
Now combats Ward* about romances— 
Now Lubbockf on the scale of chances ; 
Here overthrows the dour Sir James^ 
'With a great blunder fresh from Kaimes ; 
And here in turn is crushed indeed 
With a much greater one from Reid, 

;* Author of « Tremalne."] 

' A young man of considerable attauunents in mathematieal MfaSM.] 
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An this I c^re you, and instead 
Wib. silent steps the^ crowd we tread, 
Aoi enter, thro* a little blue door, 
Wliat Lady Morgan loves— -^ a houdoirJ* 
Enter,* andndih our Twins, who find 
On a neat ottoman reclined, 
Oor iriendr young Julian, and a certain 
Wit of the day — we'll call himMerton. 
One of those wjke he was, who place 
The talent greatly in the face— 
Whose lips when dosed are fidl of matter, 
And each sharp eye 's itself a satire. 
v^allous and bold, and neW concealing 
The aim, each arrow sought some feeling, 
And every jest that took the wing 
But buzzed around the heart, to sting. 
An thou a sh6t t— ^hy joy remember 
When rise two woodcocks in Decemb^l 
Ev'n with sudi joy the jester swel^d 
When now our brothers he beheld. 
And codt'd — ^resolved both birds to hit- 
Hie double barrels of his wit 

fint first the Humorist seems to praise. 

The while he questions of— their ways ; 

Till noting with a gladdened eye 

How Chang winced sore at each reply. 

Him he more markedly addressed. 

Took a cool aim, and fired his jest , 

Quodi he, '* the nature of your ^e 

^ Must be a great advantage^ to ydu ; 
**AU laws you clearly may d^fy, 

** And ropes and chains in vain pursue you. 
** For while the one ofifenoe incurs, 

** The othefH&ughl amiss may do ; 

P 
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^ And who shall hana the one who errs, 

'* Nor harm the unofiendmg too ? 
•• Nor bounds your tie to law's perversion«-i- 
^ Thmk what a fund t is for diversion ! 

** Suppose Chang went into the churdi, 
** And Ching should enter in the liavy, 

" On Sunday evenings, in the lurch 

** Ching leaves his flock to cry * peccavi.* 

'* Because Lieutenant Ching — the sinner-^ 

*• Grows groggy at the Captain's dinner ; 

** While, should a war break out— ^ and Ching 
** Have any timorous misgivmg, 

^ He 's only got to cut the thing 

** By saying, * Chang caai't lesive his living !' 

^ Think, too— Hsince now the illumined 4ialbn 

** Has taken up emancipation^ 

** And a big oath — Ms thousandth odd— 

" Upon O'Connell's sturdy lips is-^ 
" That this next sessions, he — by God-— 

" Will quite emancipate the- — ^Gipsies ! 
** Why should not bright St. Stephen's, too, 
" Emancipation grant Jo you ? 
" Giving you both the right of burgess, 
** To sit in parliament by purchase ? 

"Well, then, if Chang ambition fire, 
" And he some quiet bmrgh should hire ; 
** Ching need not care a single filbert, 
«* What bUs he owes to Stultz and Gilbert. 
*• T' arrest the debtor would, remember, 
" Be a gross outrage on the Member. 

" But putting greater things aside, 
" Only conceive that one may wed| 



i 



"And that the o&er hatea the bride, 
"With whom he too nrast go to Imd* 



} 



''Supposing, while you most caress her, 

''He with reproaches should address her| 

"'Ah, thy sweet mouth V — * that monstrous feature f 

"'Star of my soul !' — ^* the nasrty creature ; 

"'Shall I be never of thb bore rid?' 

"'Oh, what delight!'—' my Ood, how horrid P 

"Such, it is clear, might be of each 

"Th' opposing thought, or, haply, speech! 

"If thk should now and then annoy, 

"At least one c»m&nrt you enjoy ; 

"Should you grow tired of Mrs. Chang, ^ 

"Tis not quite requisite to hang ! . • 

"Whene'er you like, unto her snarlings ^ h 

" You leave her with the little darlings ! ,t 

"ForChing, wlw>m y^ place all the offence wifil, .1 

"Blame him as much as sh% may pleaise« I 

"Has business, that he can't dispense witht ^ 

"Just at your wife's antipodes ! 

"Thus may you feast on aU love's honey, 
"But shun the sting of matrindony t" 

More had the Jester said, but flushed ^ ^ 

And angry lowered Chang's gloomy brow ^— 
And as he spoke, the dark soul rushed 

Into his glance, and his wrath avow—- 
"Gay fi)ol, avsmnt thy mockery. 
"Speak'st thou of kyve— of brides to ME T 

^0 more his ire his lip disclosed, 
^ on his brow the cloud reposed ; 
^ struggled scorn wi^ bitter shame, 
hloB curved lip, and stem eye's flame ; 

F2 
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Still on the Jester fierce he gazed* 
And still his hand haU^threaiening raised. 
Abashed and craven looked the wit, 
He feared a yet severer fait ; 
He thought onr Siamese Ulysses 

In sturdy blows his anger might ease' ; 
«^ Nor liked, amid surrounding quizzes, 

To share the fate of old Thersites* 
But Ching most qpportimely made 
' A sortie in the Humorist's aid ; 

And whi8pe]:!d low, as towards the door, 

With Chang, like ship in tow, swift sailing—- 
^ Talking of love, 't is time, and mo^, 

<< To go, dear Chang, about the scaling !** 

.- - ~' . - • 

Soon as the stifled Jester gains 
The even tenor of his veins — 
*Vls there no place Man 'sicapes from feeling 
"-The insidious blows of double dealing?" ' « 
He said— and all athi^st to quaff 
That dram to wits professed^ — a laugh, — 
He turned for Julian's approbation ; 
But found hun vanished from his staliont 
Gone also on an assignation^ 
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CHAPTER m. 

Night — the gray mother of tiie Charlies 
Who live no more the parish fund on ; 

Still from her drowsy watdi-box parlies 
With her old gossip, Mother London. 

The charming retail of their scandal 

My prudence bids me fear to handle ; 

Law— fain to drive the babbling vice hence— 

Keeps to itself the retail license. 

Tet will dear spite from such restriction 

Escape sometimes to works of fiction ; 

And if to facts I now must grovel-r- 

Why — only buy my next new novel ! 

■ 

And Silence through the lamp-lit streets 

Hath lefl man's dwellings to the fairies {^- 
Save when some cat the wanderer meets 

Glides thro'— what Betty calls — the airies* 
Then on the ear of midnight grew. 
The cadence of the varying mew ; 
^ It rose — that chanted, mournful strain*—^ 
" Like some lone spirit's o'er the plain. 
** 'T was musical — ^but sadly sweet — "• 

Until in smswer to the call 
You heard some feline Juliet greet 

Its little Romeo from the wall. 
Then wildly changed the note of feeling, 
And softness sharpened into squealing. 

* " Siege of Corintb,*' 1. 8S3-0» 



EvVi 9a in M^lmoth's mighty tale 
Tib told, how — of the Power of Evil— 

Aerial music did not fail 

To play— -before he played the devil! 

The dhimlieys in the shining air» 

Look ilesolate and lone, 
Like ruined Schemres, they wonder where 

Their pretty smoke hath gone. 
Anon from some high room you see 

The calm light of the taper, 
By which, perchance— some bard like me, 

Stamps glory into paper. 
Thee, Knowledge, thirsting to inherit, 

What nights have I outwatched the stars \ 
And dream'd I might hih^e thy spirit. 

Through silence and my loved cigars \ 

While to the gorgeous tide that rushed 

To Pleasure charioted below, 
Shook the lone chamber — ^lone and hushed-— 

Where cast the wizard l^mp its glow, 
Some time o'er such high theme of thought, 
As that to Earth by Wisdom taught ; 
»0r, some time, when in dreamy mood, 

I watch the dim thought glide 
Through the shut spirit's solitude. 

In a lazy and motelike tide. 

O nights ! — O solitudes !— what deep 
Delight, and pure, were drank from you \ 

Ne'er from my boyhood's golden sleep. 
Such dreams of glory grew ! 

If I could pour what I have felt, 

O Knowledge, with its burning prayer. 

When to thy shrine my heart hath knelt ;— 
[f I could to the world declare. 
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One tithe of that which hatbthe power 
To fill with speech my lonely hoar ; 
One whisper of the wondrous voices. 
In which the unwitness'd soul rejoices ;— ' 

Oh, if But fated in their hirOi, , 

. The first bom of our feelings perish ;. 
And later thoughts diat cling to earth. 

Our eafthly natures only cherish. 
And if at times within ^e breast. 

The Unseen Habitant is stirr'd. 
And chafes against its narrow rest 

like some imprisoned bird ; 
Baek (o its sullen home, repress^'d. 
We ctub too well the pming guest f 
Until, all reconciled and tamed, 
It loves the bars which fate hath framed ; 
Yea ! in the very face of day 

Content with customed slavery, sings. 
And, calm'd within its cage of clay. 

Forgets its skies and folds its wings. 

Tis night ! and through the streets is going 

The worthy Hodges, homeward bent. 
Not OTermuch, I fear me, knowing 
/vHis own most rational intent. 

He had been joining, you must know,. 
^ public feast at Cuff*s* and Co. ; 
And— mixing politics with mirth — 
luting at large on English worth ; 
^Qt speaking w^en conjoined with drinkjag,. 
Confuses, while it phows, one's blinking, 
^e way was long to his abode. 
Nor sought he out the shortest road. 
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See ! how he's rolling 
Now, to and fro, 

Fitfully trolling 
A ballad or so. 
Such 38 drop out of the lip of good fellows. 
When those windfalls of wisdom, wine sudd^y mellowa 
*^ 'T is glorious to sing dithyrambics divine, 
** When the spirit is stoick with the lightning of wine ;" 
So Archilochus cried when good drink was a deiis 
(All ! those ancients, weie jplly dogs)^ see Athens&us. 

By Bond-street blundering, mark him now-» 
He stops — ^looks up the street — a row ! 
A row, by martyr'd Charles, the cherished 
Patron of nightly Charlies^ perished ; 
The first great Charlie, who 'd the nZg 
To guard the street — but rob the house ; 
Who rattled with the louder zeal. 

The more his own dark schemes were hatching;. 
And helped — the cunning rogue !: — ^to steal 

The goods hexlaimedhis pay for watching. 

A row— ^rowlr — ^run, Hodges, run. 
To patriots fighting 's alwa3rs fim ! 
He runs-^he jumps — he scours — ^he files ! 
'* Britons ! what odds are these ?" he cries,. 
As dim and distant he can yet view^ 
'Gainst one#r two a desperate set-to. 

Oh, haste ! oh, haste ! you cannot guess 
Whose woes, whose wrongs you may redress ;. 
Perchance, much greater were your pucker, 
Did you forebode whom you would succour. 

False fate — ^you moral Delilah, 

Thank heaven* we all know what you are * 
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And now just see, jon i^kefbl kitten. 
The way you served our worthy Britoa I 
*From right to left, not quite bereft 

Of all sense of the perpendicular. 
His path he takes : he nears the row- 
He sees the watchman's garb — and now 

Their words grow plain, and more auricular; 

Oh! is he yet in time to save I 
His feet the kennel's waters lave I 
' Another stride — alas ! 't is vain 1 
Reel nerve and heart^-^^reel sight and l»:ain ! 
And where the mire the thickest lodges, 
Oh! heaven-r-;procum^ humi Hodges ! 

Gone is the bustle, reader, where 

The muse may by-and-by declare I 

Gone is the bustle— still and quiet^x 

Time's courier hours perform his fiat; 

And Hodges sighs — ^he stirs — he sneezes I 

The act his memory somewhat eases I 

Naught like a sneeze to fillip sense,^ 

When sleep steals a'er us, God knows whence ; 

So, if our history hath not fix'd your 

Vigilance — ^N. B. get your mixture. 

Well, Hodges wakes — stirs — shakes his ean^ 
And up he staggers ! 
Re stands and thinks ; the dim past rushes 
hto his mind ;— I hope he blushes I 
And with a trembling hand he brushes 
The dirt that to his garb adheres ;— 
And then away briskly the patriot swaggers; 

Tom? wine, i' faith, 's a wondrous prober 
Into the cranium's real powers ; 

• H Fvom ligbt to 1^ liia ]iatli be cleft,'' &c. 

Wu Bride qf Jkfi^ 
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Some are two days in getting sober-^ 
Some aound {uei ever in two haur8« , 
Hodges was of the latter species ; 
Placebit repetitadecies I 

And now he *s at his own house-door — 

He knocks not, for he has a key \ 
He enters — ^in a moment more 

Upon the landing-place stands' he f 
A light streams thro' the three^okl's chlaks» 

And voices murmur low within it ! 
**The Twins not yet in bed r he thiiiks ; 

'' Suppose I- join them for a minute 1"^ 

This chamber — mind — the builder's art meant 
The drawing-room, or best apartment ; 
Not made for Somnus and his quorum — 
This hint is to preserve decorum ! 

Well, Hodges enters, and descries — 

O gods ! — *0 night ! — O unsnuffed candle I 
By which the astounded father eyes 

So singular a scene of scandsd ! 
That while by her soft hand the vile ^ 

Deceiving young Lothario 's caught hei, 
Hi& Cousin does Uie time beguile, 

In kneeling to his bjuslung daughter. 

The Father stares— Fate no more killing 

Sight on a father's eye bestows. 
Than a young rogue, without a shilling,, 

Courtmg his, child before his nose 1 

Ah ! at the view of Sjuch s^ lover. 
What visions of lost guineas hover I 



IP. m.} THE «IAit£8S T1V9NS. 12] 

With, what a museolar distortioii 
[hie sees the expected marriage portioB. 
rhe house set up— *the yearly cradle— 
llouths — for which he must buy the kdie* 
bid oh I — ^those bitter — bitter piik, 
Fack's schoolmg, and the butcher's bills ! 
Ui ! who M not rather, free from wife 
<h children* lounge a Cceleb's life» 
Fhan pay for kisses, and for blisses, 
Hot one of which sweet luxuries his is ? 

Such were the thoughts, which, swifi and hot» 

IWugh Hodges' cranium went full trot ; 

it sevens and sixes oddly pacings 

[^e donkeys cudgelled into racing* ^ 

Wiile he surveyed the lovers spit^^y, 

E^joy themselves so damn'd delightfiolly ! 

* Hollo [^ he cried^ ** what are you after ?" 
•Upstarts the youth — ^upstarts the daughter* 

^eone remains erect, the other 

Q8t strives one fearful shriek to smother,. 

^en sinks into her seat once more. 

With both her hands her face concealiog, 
Ad her mute shame appears t' implore 

Vour mercy for her woundcud feeling* 
Hiich phrase, if less adroitly moulded,. 
leans a dislike to being scolded. 

You base young man — is this the way, sir^ 
My care, my kindness you repay, sir 1 
^uce the affections, so unwary 
And artless, of my daughter Maiy t 

Out of my house,, sir, not a word, 
Your chaff won't catch so old a biidS 
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" Out of my house, sir— Oh ! ungrateful, 

^ How often here you 've had your plateM ! 

" How often — ^but — but 't is no matter ! 

^ Just look, thou base seducer, at her* 

^ Is that the lady you M predestine 

^ To plunge into a match claodestine- 

" Sir, she *8 my only clnld„ and I 

•* Can leave her rich, sir,, wh^i I die^ 

''And you, with scarce a single sous^ 

** My heiress thus presmne to woo.^ 

^ I never heard such impudence, sir, 

** My home 's my castle — budge — trot hence, sii^: 

^ Zounds ! it is odd, indeed, in these 

'* Blest islands, free as their own waters^ 
** If we can't marry as we please 

** Our own confounded daughters I 

*^ Sir, I 'm a freeman, and I fear 

** No dun's address — ^no man's effirontery — 
•* I pay, sir, forty pounds a yecff 

**In rates and taxes to my country. 
" Nor do 1, sir, one farthing care 

" What man is called his Grace ;. 
** No ! I 'm a Briton^ and can look 

" A lord,, sir* in the fece y 
*' And I intend, ond^an afford^ sir^ # 

^ Her spouse himself shall be a lord, sir ! 
" So, Mr. Laneham, march-— retreat — 
** /SAe for your betters will be meat!" 

Succinct and clear, thus Hodges satd<-^~ 
He ceased, and sternly shook his head*. 
His small eyes twmkled in their sockets — 
He buttoned up his breeches-pockets ; 
As if to say, ** What these contain — them 
« You 'U never get, young Master LandiamJ' 
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So stood he sour-^austere — majeatiG ! 

^ Oh ! home — sweet home !"-'-0h, scene domestic 1 

Then Laneham, with a look, where sorrow 
Seemed something high from pride to borrow,. 
First glanced where, just one pace apart, 

His Mary in her shame was sobbing ; 
Then curbed his brow, and chid his heart 

From its untimely throbbing ;: 
And with calm gaze, nor daunted*, eyed 
The angry sire^ apd thus replied.. 

"We loved each other since our birth,. 
«( An orphan I, had. none beside 

** To love upon the lonely earth ; 

"And she, save thee and me, saw none 

"To pour her full heart's love upon. 
**We loved-— and when thou wert away 

^^In other lands for years to rove, 
"We saw each other, day by day, 

"And ^ew with every day our love !. 
''No treachery mine ! ibr well I knew 

"Her heart was like my own^ 
''And that had wound itself imta 

" One chord of life alone. 
"To leave her — ^tho- to wealth— were worse ^ 
"To her than Want's severest curse ; 
"And I ! in huts with her to live 
"Were worth all wealth — all worlds could give 1 

"And if I claim her now*— I crave- 

**No dowry save her love for me ;. 
"T is just that they who fortune brave, 

" Should bear the wants that they foresee.. 
"But not that thou shouldst doom thy cluld. 

'^Througb life in bitter thought to pine ;. 
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u If i_if I her peace beguil'd, 
** Oh ! make th* atonement mme ! 

•* And I, through evcFy change, will awear 

** To love, to cherish, to defend her ; 
^ And recompense in love, whatever 

«« Of wealUi for love ohe may surrender •^ 

He ceased — and Mary had withdrawn 
From her »weet face her veiling hands ; 

And Hope abruptly seemed to dawn 

O'er her pale cheek, and stay the fears 

That trembled in her spell-bound tears. 
But hard and harsh the father stands, 
And though within him might be lurking 

The milk of human kindness — naught 

Of yielding love or gentle thought 
Upon his rigid lnx>w is working. 

When once a man's mind is resolved, 

'T is useless to his heart appealing. 
You can't get through the leaves involved 

Around his artichoke of feeHng. 

The Saint, who thought his child a catch,. 
Wish'd her to make ** a proper match^* 
He hoped perhaps a loid — a clever 
Member of Parliament, however I 
So you may judjge the youth was ill able 
To melt him by a single syllable. 
" WeUi have you done V* was all he saidL 
"•Mary, your hand — ^we 'U go to bed. 
" Excuse me, sir — ^you '11 find the door ' ^ 

" Where you have Ibund it, sir, -before. 
** Your servant. " . ^ 

With these words he took 
Poor Mary by the hand, and passed 
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Up Stairs — ^upoo the yoath oae look — 
One look of anguish Mary cadt. 

And then he was aione. 
Father and child were gone 1 

He stands with downcast eyes. 

Nor speaks, nor stirs ; 
His thought — his spiicLt flies 

To hlend with hers ! 
Until, dissolved, the cold thoughts flow 

Back on his startled heart ; 
And with a quiet step and slow, 

He turns him to depart. 
Then the harsh-tongued and desolate 

Sound of the -closing door. 
Heavily rose where Mary sate. 

And taunts and chidings bore. 
Bore with so meek yet crushed an air. 
That Hodges could not but forbear, 

To wound too deep so soft a breast ; 
.and, as himself was very tired, 
He soon resolved that, till the morning. 
All farther scolding, threat, and warning. 

Should kindly be suppressed. 
He rose, and solemnly desired 
She 'd say her prayers and go to sleep. 
And, begging also she M not weep 
Herself into the scarlet fever. 
He left — as. we will also leave her. 

Change we the scene — To ' < ■ square, 
Autroisieme vnih the Muse re^sir. 
See in that room — the drapery 's blui 
A little party met at loo z 
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Young — smgle— beautiful— in shoct, 
The veriest rose-buds of the <50urt. 
Poor Lady Frances, you must know, 
Caught a bad cold some nights ago. 
And, freed awhile from courtly duty. 
At home behold the languid beauty, 
Whiling the tedium that attends 
On sickness, with some bosom friendsr. 
And loosed from chaperons smd members. 
Chatting on love and elder brothers. 
It makes one's heart beat to behold 
Sweet girls together uncontrolled ; 
Guileless but gay — and though without us. 
Talking, dear creatures ! all about us* 

" 'T is I to deal — ^you saw their pearfs — 

" I own I never liked those girls, 

" And yet the stupid men they charm. 

«' Jane's head is good — but such an arm ! 

" What made her like that Mr. Frere, 

**The odious man — what! diamonds, dearl 

*• So George will marry Bell, they say — 

** Poor thing 1 — ^be 's been extremely gay ; - 

" I own it gave me great surprise— 

" He 's handsome !^ — Yes — such charming eyesl 

" The Duke at first refused consent, 

** But Bell upon the match was bent— 

" He 'd scarce a sous ! — was that the rub — 

" What made him live so well I — a club* 

** Well, they '11 be happy, for be singa 

"Such songs — she wears the prettiest thiifgs I 

" With great economy they '11 do — 

«* They 've hired Lord Henry^s house at Kew. 

•* Love ev'n the poorest couple blesses, 

" And Carson makes the prettiest dresses.. 
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** Is that the deuce f^r^fie, love — die itoo ! 
**0 Lord !" — here shrieks appal the hearings 

For at the casemeiit to their view^ 
A deuce-like two indeed appearing ; 

One faee gay, grinning wkh delight> 

The other sad and grave as night-^ 

Tet both in dusky hue alike, 

And strange, uncouth, outlandish feature! 
Enough, in real ^th, to strike 

Some terror into those sweet creatures. 
Half in the room, and half without. 
They pause a moment as in doubt ; 
Not so the damsels — through the door 
Each struggling to be first, they pour; 
And really it was quite heart-breaking 
To hear so sad a waste of shrieking. 
Such sounds, if lavished on the stage, 
Had made e'en merit quite the rage. 
Scarce more terrific, or more loud, 
The clamour of the Bromian crowd, 
When Pentheus, as old tales recount, 
Lay hid on gray Cithajron's mount. 
And strove, rash monarch 1 to discover 
What ladies do — -when half seas over I 

So — there arrested in amazement, 
Still pause our Brothers at the casement 
Quoth Ching, at last — " Upon my soul, 
" I think her conduct vastly droll, 

Perhapa her feelings quite betray'd her. 

At such a publie honour paid her.. 

« What think you T 

Chang, serene and cool,. 
Keplied — " O Ching, you are a fool ! 
•• Enough I 've now in sober sadness, 
^ Conceded to this shallow madness*. 
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MOome— -danger dweHeth in delay* 

«* Retreat we safelyi while we may*" 

M Yoa 're quite enough to make a m^n swear«* 

Cried Ching — ^when suddenly his answor 

Dies on his lips, as half a score 

Of menials rush within the door. 

The butler, who leads on Ui* assault, , 

Wheels round, and shouts in thunder, *' Halt P 

While to the dread of each beholder, 

Comes up his musket to his shoulder. 

He lays his finger on the trigger. 

And mutters out — ^** By Jote — a Nigger f 

By butlers shall their blood be shed ? 

Slap went the window, down each head. 

The menials to the lattice run^ 

The butler points below his ^un-*- 

All look without-r-no Twins are there ! 

Like witches, have they turned iio air ! 

" Run, John, the yard below explore- — 

** You, Thomas, fly to the front door !'* 

They ran, they searched, they stared^ they gaped 

In vain — our heroes have escaped. 

Love stretched her cloud, my Twins, o'er ye, as 

She stretched it once o'er good iEneas. 

How 'scaped they thus from being shot there ? 

First smg, sweet Phcebos, how they got there ! 

Well then, thiis window, reader, know. 

Looked on the unwatched yard below ; 

It was a comer house, and (bearing 

Some few doors round) was one renairing, 

A scajSbM used whose walls in mending. 

Had served our brothers for ascending ; 

Then creeping round the leads, they gain 

The house which love will storm in vain. 

And reach, by cords from roof suspended, 

The window where the journey ended. 



'So when f^ate bade them fly the fiie. 
Their eourae was upward, not below. 
Trained iimii their earliest years to climby ' 
They seized the rope, and swung stri>liii^ ^ 

While, unsnspiciooS of this soaiing. 
The foes benetUh were all explorkig. 
T was thus the enemy they baffled, 
Retracked the leads, regained the scaffoldt ^ 
And, tarrpng till the search in^us o*er, 
"Won terra firma as before. 
Tou '11 own that these the sort of fellows 
That make old husb»ids~ devilish jealous* 

Now, as they wander, Ohing declares. 
He has no notion of such airs ; 
That coyness may a maid be suiting. 
But not when once it comes to shooting ! 
That that event hath sealed her sentenee. 
And he wfll leave her to repentance. 
To wet with pining tears her pillow, 
Recall his love,, and wear the willow. 
But Chang no answer gave — inumed 
Within his breast a fever burned, 
And all, or light, or gay, or vain. 
But reached the sense to rouse disdam. 
And more than all it seemed to sting 
When Ching*s allusions served to bring 
A closer, keener memory 
~ Of the loathed nature of their tie. 
Howbeit, Ching, I Ve always heard, 
Preserved his wrath and kept his word, 
And sternly left to other chaalces 
Of love and conquest. Lady Frances — 
Wherefore beware, ye girls who charm us. 
How you 're alarmed^ or how alann ii»; 
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Nor if you wish for life to suit us. 

Send men^^you take the hint — ^to shoot us ! 

And now our bfodicrs Bond-street enter ;-— 

Dear street of London's charms the c^itre ! 

Dear street !— ^where at a certain hour 

Man's follies bud forth into flower ! 

Where the gay minor sighs for fashion ; 

Where Majors live that minor's cash on ; 

Where each who will» may suit his wbh, 

Here choose a Guido— there his fish : — - 

Or where, if woman's love beguiles, 

The ugliest dog is sure of smile». 

Dear street of noise, of crowds, of wealthy 

Of all Earth's thousand joys — save health. 

Of plate, of books — and (I incline a 

Little that way) of old Sevres china. 

Of all, in short, by which pursuing, 

We glide entranced to our undoing ; 

Lounge through each mixed and motley blessing 

Of loving, dimng, driving, dressings— • 

Despise expense and sober fools, - 

And wake at last-— within the Rules^! 

Ay, just by that buck-haunted house, 
Where well the cheer atones the chouse ; 
Where not a thing by palate polish'd. 
Can e'er in safety be demohsh'd. 
While the bill items, to your sadness. 
The outrageous taxes paid to badness ;^ 
Counts all your hungers, if eschew'd 
Your prudence the untempting food, 
Or if you, greatly daring, dined, 
The damn'd dyspepsia 's left behind. 
Well — just by ^at renowned hotel 
Where whiskered Tigers grwoiy ^wdli 
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Where noble and his Dolly 

Bask in the dung of vulgar folly. 

Where the mustacfaio'd sharpers shun 

The gull'd friend, as the greedy dun. 

Where Slang exalts his belcher'd nob, 

And the smug waiter is " Dear Bob.'** 

Well, just by this divine abode, 

A group of Cynthias block'd the road : 

No sooner did they see our two. 

Than pounce on them the lasses flew ! 

Perchance they fancied, if short-sighted, 

Two things that seemed so close united^^ 

Might be old R — ^th — Id, amorous soul ! 

Taking with Three-per-Cents a stroll. > 

Chang sGowPd upon thorn, grave and scornful^— 

One maid engroae»'d his bosom moumM — 

But Ching stopped short, with sparkling features, 

And leering, cried, *< What charming ereatpres !'' 

To you, dear reader I I must leave 

The ladies* wonder to conceive. 

When they perceived they had got hold of 

The Twins they 'd been so often UM of. 

While they were chatting and conferring, 

Chang vainly begg'd thnm to be stirring ; 

But fioding Ching was deaf to preaching, 

Sullen he ceased from all beseeching. 

Folded Ms arms, and rained his eyes. 

And grew romantic on the skies. 

Heaven knows io what, or where, gay Ching 
Had sought the solemn Chang to bring ; 
Had not three heroes of the shop. 
Smith, Smyihe, and Kin, pre-kin'd by Pop, 

* TIm winter it aeenplomed to receive notes (torn gentlemen Ib ** Cndk B«- 
^9 boROWtnf 102., and beginning '* Dear Bob." 
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.Warm from some revel nobly Bacchic, 
Halted amid these ladies Sappluc ; 
And Popkin — (ye have all heard tell 
Of Popkin, hatter, in Pall Mall-^ 
This Popkiais the eldest hope- — 
The second brother deals in soap)-^^ 
And Poi^un took— O, dirafata ! 
Freedoms with Ching^s in^amorata. 
Sudden Ching turned, his ^es on fire 
(Such things in Siam wrath inspire), 
And spluttering out some new-leam'd oath. 
Smote the bold Popkin on the moutlL 

«• A ring I a battle !" Popkin cries. 

And qnite mistsdLmg one for t' other, 
Returns the blow on Chang's raised eyes-^ 

Raised — ^all superior to this ** pother ;'* * 

Then Chang's wrath rose, he looked much troid)led, 
And instantly your fists were doubled : 
So fond we Enfi^lish are for danfi^ers. 

And for abuXe words prepa^ 
That the twin arts we teach to strangers. 

Are always fistycuffs and swearing. 

St George ! most dreadful and most furknis 
Would sure have been ihis combat curious. 
Had not, just as our brothers, finely 
Backing each other, squared divinely, 
Doubtmg whom first their strength should level, 

A shout, ^ The watbh ! the watch !" arose, 
And in an instant, where the devil U^ 

Yes — ^where th6 devfl were dieir ibes ! 
The giiis wer^ fied, the men were flyii%, 
Popkin alone still stood defymg ; 
But Popkin w^ a man long-headed. 
And blows his pulse had gready 
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The young UlysBes^^f Im ccMmtry, 
He mingled cunning m^ effiroateiy—- 
So when he saw ike innfidiaiis ws^chmen, 
like human spideis inade to catch maif 
Towards them he walkied, afid bade fbem fiole 
Blood on his mouth and smstiiiM ihrttatt 
Show'd the aggress«i8 in ^ Pair, 
And gave th«B !• the Ohariey's eare-«— 
Smoothing away the watchman's quahns 
With three drops from the oil of Palms, 
Bid him then keep the brothers chary, 
For justice, and Sir Peter Laurie ;" 
Swearing he M come, and, to their sorrow, 
Prove the assault in court to-morrow ; 
And quite, the watchmen to engage. 
Bouse them to sympathetic rage. 
And make them for his injuries feel, 
He gave his name as — " Robert Peel !*• 
This done, he stalked away, — ^the fiat 

Of the stem watchmen did not find 
The Twins agreed to go in quiet 

To " ills they knew not of" resigned— 
They struggled long, they struggled hard ; 
Nor need'st thou now learn from the bard-— 
It was the Brothers whom the brave 
But illHStarr'd Hodges failed to save. 

Behold them now within the keeping 

Of that — Night's rudest — ^ward of sorrow ; 
Aiound them Vice lies drouthly sleeping. 

And Misery, shivering, dreads the morrow ! 
Ah, this wroof world ! where'er we turn, 

Life finds the same too faithful mirror ; 
One penance evjerjrwhere we leani. 

Misfortune still confounds with Error. 

G 
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TO THE GRAVE. 

HsABSENy O Grave ! beneath me lying ; 

Hearken — ^my heart shall speak to thee ! 
I know not whose the dust suppljring 

Thy red and creeping progeny : 
No stone is there ; the swathing willow 
Curtains alone the Sleeper's pillow. 
But boots it who that couch may claim I 
Thy homilies remain the same ! 
And round thee vibrates the unsolid 

And soft air with a moral deep ; 
And voices vague and disembodied, 

O'er thee a fearful vigil keep. 
Preacher and Prophet — to imbibe 

Thy lore, itself the spirit husheth, 
And swift and noiselessly, a tribe 

Of Dreams into the Silence rusheth. 
But dreams like his whose buming lips 
Reveal'd the dread Apocalypse, 
Glassing-— though in a troublous mirror— 

The dim but starry truths of Fate, 
Wgird shadows of that World of Terror— 

Or Love — to which thou art the Gate I 

Tell me, O Grave ! 
When to thy slave 
The black-robed laugher Deatb— 



{ 
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And to the Air, Earth, Fife, and Wave, 

This dust resigns the breath ; 
Tell me, shall aught which may be poured 

From my souPs gushing well. 
Beyond thy reach awhile be stored. 

And flow — ^my Chronicle ? 
Bearing upon its wave unbroken 
A living— -though no- lofty token 

That I have loved my Race ! 
And that their t3n:annies and terrors, 
Th^ monsters of their self-sought errors 

Have had for me no grace ? 
That never flinch'd my fearless Scorn 

.With Folly in the field ? 
That to my naked heart was worn 

" Man's Welfare" as its shield ? 
That — nor the Banner nor the Band 

Which venal champions may defend — 
I sought !>^<;ontent alone to stand 

And make my. soul my friend 1 

And wherefore more T — the echoed blame. 
The lukewarm and the low-breath'd praise. 

The niggard and reluctant fame, 

The uneven scale that falsely weigh* 

Alike our end and means ; the lies 

That Idlesse lists and Wrath supplies ; 

These may have stings the bosom feels, 

But he can conquer who conceals ; 

And God hath armour for the mind 

That wars oij Custom for Mankind J 

As one who combats from a tower. 

He pours his strength below. 
Whose height is Truth's beleaguer'd power, 

Whose foes — are Vice and Wo ! 
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CHAPTER L 



Thk morning now begins to press on ; 

The Nursery maidens home repair ; 
Yomig Gentlemen resume their lesson ; 

And the stem Justice takes his chair. 
Some half a dozen cases hurried ; 
Some half a dozen wretches worried; 
Some half a dozen of the worst off 
Culprits to prison justly thrust off; 
Base varlets with such ragged breeches. 
The very Treadmill for them itches. 
Some half a dozen so respectaUe 
That Justiee is not to suspect able. 
Paying the wonted fine, and giving 
Seemly account of mode of Uvingi 
Dismissed, break through the cobweb, leanog 

To Fate ihe poorer class of Fly ; 
"Whom Justice— that old spidep— grieving 
Much for thdr guilt, condemns for thieving 
Upon the very web she 's weaving, 

And eats them up while they reply ! 

These previous cases heard, they bpfaq; 
Before his worship Chaag and Ching. 
Loudly the watchmen made complaint 
Of bIow»that might have mused a saini^; 

G3 
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^ Thea»iiw blown eaushangad^ lir*— tbca 
'^ A seizure by theee gemlemea; 
'^ A night, sir, in aahoeki^g hole^ 
'^And now,«y)(tatwe, jroa ]a»4r ih» whdel 

** Bat one word more ; — in this afl^, 
** If I have sinned, my sin not knowing, 

** Such penance I consent to bear 
*^ As^ou may deem it .worth bestowing ; 

*^ But he— my brother — ^no offence 

*r Committed ; you must let him hence ! 

*^ Take me to prison, if you please, 

^ But first this gentleman release v 

** And while to jail the guilty sendiBg^ 

** Take heed, nor touch the unoffending ! 

Ching ceased ; the court was in a grin-— 
He tranquil Justice stroked his chin, 
And asked the night's superior saint if 
The court did now contain the plaintiff! 
But Popkin wisely not appearing. 
He straight dismissed all farther hearing : 
M Young men, you may go where you please, 
" Reform flir ways--*and pay your fees T' 

Alas i how in the world we 're made ! for 
Sins conquered, really arv aka paid for ! 
We break a head, inspired by wine, 
What plasters up the wound?— -a fine ! 
We steal a wife — ^we fi>ui a name-^ 
What mends' the matter T— still the same F . 
In notes her sentence law dispenses, 
And justice only meims cncpenses. 
But, obi !— concei\f« pur Twins' dismay— 
They MjK)t ^MHigh the fees to ^«y f 
However, Fate, who kins most l^tme 
Oo|;9i in this ease assumed a smile ; 
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And in a'human shape she came 
To help our lame dogs o'er the stile ! 

It chanced that Landiam dl night long 
Had \7ander'd houseless, and despairing ; 

And passing homeward now, the throng 
Around &e office entrance staring» 
His way micourteously impeding, 
Aroused the sense—till then of au^t imfaee^K|g« 
So, as he moved, he heard the loud 
And guessing wonder of the crowds 
^ Two join'd together, head and foot — I 
^ Saw them myself, they look so soo^." 

These words, and more resembling these,. 

Serve Laneham wholly to awake : 
''What if they are our Siamese ! 

'* One look for hers, for Mary's sake II 
He thought, and pushing through the 
^ader, yourself the rest may guess \ 
But know, in short, the fees were paid ; 

And, not your interests keen to starve, I 
^ust add, the Twins were home conv 

In the cool inciter of a Jaivey ! 

This kindness dime, his way once more 
JuHan renew'd, and gained his door. 

^0 his lone room he pass'd ; and o'er 

The stairs his step fell he^vity ; 
Ilis knit and gloomy visage wore 

That which ye would have feared to 

^kmiething there is in man's despair. 

More fearfid than his very wrath si 
Ck>pe hot Revenge — but aye bsfwar^ . 

To crosB ealm Suffering's loiid}^ path! 



K 
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Dreader than all the passions* strife, 
The solenui absence of their life>; 
That ghoie of silence and of gloom. 
Which darkly broods abo^e their tomb ! 

He sat him down ; and quietly 
Cast round a dim, hal£>unconseiouft eye. 
There left, as when they lasl addressed 
The charmed gaze, and thirsting breast. 
Lay the iov*d volumes, where the souls *» 

Of the great Dead walk gloriously ; 
The Edens of the Mind ; the goals 

Of mortal immortality ;— 
The stately Arks that from the deep. 

Gamer the life for worlds to be ;• 
And with their glorious burthen sweep 

Adown dark Time's unfathomM sea ! 

Amid less lovely lore,, the page 

Lay open where the Ploughman's Song 
Incarnates Thought; and o'er the age 

To which its noble lays belong ;— 
O'er the low city, and lewd court ; 

O'er the slight tricks of worldly gaud ; 
O'er the wing'd follies, that disport 

In life's^ vexed atmosphere of fraud ; 
Casts out the broad and generous glow. 

Where Nature shames Art's garish seeming ; 
Yet, while it shames, doth still bestow 

Not more a shame than a redeeming. 
Shedding a glory round their urns, 
Who breathed the air that breathed for Burns* 

Oh ! wise — wise fools, whose tender art 
So coldly probed each fault that died 

With its own blood that generous. heart ;-^ 
Who, in TOur grateful thought, denied 
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To him whose memoiy yet exalts ' 

Man's mould — ay, in lliose very faults— 
To him, who like an Air from Heaven 

BreaUi'd life and glory on your way; 
The mercy and the silence given 

Of right, unto the humblest clay.* 
In life's cool walk, if one hath bless'd 
A single, jtist, or grateful breast ; 
Yet hath, in error, stung or saddened 
The breast his customed bounty gladdened. 
Say— were it thine — wouldst thou resent ? 
Would Love or Anger find a vent ? 
Say— would it not thy heart relieve,, 
To have one memory to forgive t 

But He, who serves all earth, — whose mind 

Stars the dark wanderings of mankind ; 

And from lone Thought's empyrean height, 

Exalts the soul, its glories light, 

For hun, no grateful memory lives ; 

No justice weighs, no love forgives ; 

Fof him, the Universal Eye, 

Each heart he cheered hath grown his spf . 

The very lustre of his fame 

Betrays- the specks upon his name ; 

^ ^ mankind to whmn, even mediately and throogh unseen channels, the 

^^ Terse of Robert Bums ean reach, tiave incuirred a debt of gratitude, 

r^ <ii8t no slight one, to Mr. LocUiart, who has honour^ iiterature (in liis 

rj^pbyof that illostrions Poet) with a work ftill of just, and manly, and 

7°'"> sentiment. It is difficult, indeed, to c(Hnmand one's indignation, when 

^ bears fine gentlemen critics, who sin d^lie«(ely, and grow elevate on 

.^^erftn'— and to whom we owe no. earthly gratitude, and no eartUv in« 

jugence— talk, between snuff-takings, of the immoralities of Bums. Eivery 

?|"itry sqoire, and city clerk, and puny dandyling may enjoy in quiet his 

to ^^ his intoxications; they are but the proofk of his spirit, or obediences 

lae manners of his time. But if Bums^ the-benefiictor of the world (for 

j^^ili reverence should induce indulgence), does what they do who are its 

^^ ;— then come pages of sermons, and mawkish lecturings, and judg- 

gZ^ righteously severe. Every sword of the Pharisees leaps out of its 

!?T''«ni. One would think, to hear them, that it is a great pity a man of 

**°^ should not be bom without flesh and blood. 
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Tha columns of his" triumph stand, 
As pasquins for each vulgar hand. 
For him the wpnted shades which hide 
Home's reverent secrets, are denied,* 
Exposed, dissected, canvass'd o*er, 
E$u;h household wound and hidden sore ; 
His very heart hung forth a prey 
To the sharp-tongued " remorseless day.** 
^ The temple he hath built will yield 
For him alone no shrine to shield : 
Nay, round the altar where he flieth, 
The coilM and venom*d slander lieth — 
Grush'd by the serpents of his doom, 
Behold his Temple walls his Tomb ! 

Not these the thoughts that o'er the soul 
Of the young student-lover stole, 
All books — all matter of all thouj^t, 
Save one — to him were dead and naught ; 
And an ice lay o'er his mind. 
And his heart was duU'd and blind. 

I have thought that those who live 

In the worldrtiieir fancies give. 

Musing and self-conning spirits. 

Whom desire by right inherits. 

For desire is that we learn, 

Which must ever vainl3rt yearn ; 

And such natures, vision-bowed. 

Clasp a god in every cloud ; — { 

^ Between the publicity of rank and that of genius there is this diiftraiee-' 
the fbnner has its ctmaolation in a thousand loxaries— the home revealed if > 
Mtawe ; bat genins, oAen girt vrith want, mortification, priyation, dlseaae, be' 1 
holds its frailties and its secrets dragged to light, and looking within for com* 
fcrt n^gews but tilt scene of straggles, and tiie mamm of homlBation. | 

t nabbes. ^ 
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I have thought that these obey 

Rarely human passion's sway« 

Pining for imaginings. 

Whose earthly shapes Fate never brings. 

Only in that mystic time 

Of the green youiJi's teeming prime. 

When the Prophet heart's delight 

Yields the sense <* a second sight,** 

And the gentle earth is riven. 

And its faery kmgdoms bare» 
And we hear the harps of Heaven 

In the low breath of the air ; — 
Only in the brief and fleeting 
Sorcery of that sweet self-cheating : 
If such spirits chance to glow 
With a deep love bom below ; 
And that love be duly plighted. 
And that love untimely blighted. 
Then no earthlier nature e'er 
Knew their rapture^ their despair ; 
Knew the dreams that round them tended, 

Breath'd to being at their call ; 
Knew the height their hearts ascended. 

Or the dreadness of the fall. 

First love is like our earliest Play ! 
What enchantment of survey ! 
Every scene and whisper giveth 
Life that monarch never liveth. 
What a magic of amaze 
hi the passion of the ga2e ! 
What a transport in the fear. 
That can soul the panting ear 1 
Heavily the curtain's pall 
Slow descendeth over all. 
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And the Music's'voice is gone, 
And the lights fade one by one; 
And Upon the glory past, 
Rushes the black-winged Silence fast ! 
Yet, vainly yet, in Memory's cell, 
Echoes, and haunts for aye the spell ! 
Oft 'again our souls will woo it. 
But, remembering, ne'er renew it ; 

Oft again we seek the stage — 

But the magic was the age ! 

And the scene has lost its glory, 

And the zest has left the story i 

Love and Plays are oft repeated, 

But no more the gaze i^ cheated ! 

And all after-charm is curs'd, 

By the contrast of the first! 

But Julian's heart was proud and stem, 

And in its silent depth conceal'd 
A spirit ever wont to yearn 

For action in some broader field. 
And when the brooding mist at last 
From his dark mind in shadow pass'd, 
Designs, and schemes, those homes of care, 
Bold, but as yet half shaped, were there ; 
As some gray city dim descried 

Through the moist dawn's slow-waning haze 
When broke, and scattered faint and wide. 

The world beneath some sleepless eye survey 
He tum'd him with a silent heart, 

Unto the daily cares of clay. 
The dullest breast can act its part. 

When sorrow is the play. 
But those who knew him mark'd the soul 

Was absent from hts q,uiet eye;: 
The smile at will ho might control, 

But not at times the sigh. 
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And never as of old, the smile !' 

It chiird, it saddened while it shone, 
Like lights we only kindle, while 

The life of day is gone» 
From his youth upward he had fed 

On lonely, but on daring thought. 
And now the altering charm was fled. 

His ancient food he sought ; 
Oil would he sit for hours and maik 

The wan moon creep her weary way, 
And hold communion, sad and dark. 

With that true Genius of our clay, 
Urger of Hope — ^Wo — ^Virtue — Sin— 
The unsleeping Second-Self within ! 
And, when the morning came, you saw 

Upon his che^k the haggard brand. 
Which one might bear, whose spell could drair 

The Spirit from its land. 
The fallen lip, the harass'd brow. 

The wrung exhaustion, and the awe ! 

Alas ! the soul has fiends that sear 
As dreadly the consuming frame 

As aug^t, escaped from Nature's law. 
That ever to the cavern came 

Of those whose kingly charm could bow« 
Of old, the monster-powers of Fear! 
Whose daring souls were nerved to brave 
The dark things of the riven grave ; 
Girt with the menaced fire, to breast 
The lightmngs of the armed Priest ; 
Trample the fears of nature*— quell 
The flesh, by one immortal spell. 
And shake the very Thrones of Hell I 
Arch Rebels of our tyrant Birth — 
The more than monarchs of the earthy * 
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Humbling ^XBi dread and shadewj world, 
Aroond our own so dimly- euried ; 
Who, mightier than the Heatiben's God, 
From Fate herself usurped the rod, 
And made her rent recess the cellar 
Voiced with a mortal's oracles. 
Sceptring ^ mysteries of the deepi 
The Whirlwinds in their Mountain4Leep; 
llie Seasons in their romided mar<^. 
The wiEui Kings of the starred Ardi ; 
Rapt above Nature and o'er Traie, 
By lore too glorieus to be crime ! 

Days went ; and JuHan's scheBM» at last, 
From their cempletkig mould were east, 
And fixed U)« boom cm Ifidian soil, 
> Where Wealth might sometime yield t» ToiL 
And wealth was preciovs in his eyes, 
For wealth might win to love the priae. 

Improved are now the bribes of old. 
Since Dsmae was seduced by gold--- 
You want the daughter ? — ^well th^ rather 
Shower ^ gold upon die father ! 

And, tho' not oft, our lovers yet. 
By stealth, and for brief moments, met — 
Ah ! meetings which are traced in tearS) 
And hopes just bom-— are tombM in fears ! 

Oh! what a soft suid lovely shroud 

Of thought hangs o'er swik moumfui meeting? 
The grief consoled — die comfort vow'd— - 

Are memories far too fond for fleetmg^ 

As some bcsiign smd gende i^i»de 
Our wo itself hath sacred made, 
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They wander with us, and invite 

Oar steps to no unholy rite ; 

Wearing the mystery of the ton^ 

Its toidemess — ^but not its gloom ! 
They glide athwart our manhood's cares, 

And care is hnshM ! — ^they haunt our sins, 
Aod sin grows soft I — our hopes— our prayenh— 

All interest sways— or passion wins— 
Or Fancy dreams those thoughts suffuse 
With their own loved and faithful hues I 
They bathe, f<or aye, the surface sere 
That crusts upon us year by year ; 
' And, as unto our youth they brought 
The lesson which by Age is taught. 
So now, in turn, they seem to bring 
Our Age — sweet whispers from the spring 1 
Flock round our pillow at life's aloflie. 
And in our very graya repose I 

The lovers met, and Julian still 
Soothed Mary's dim forefears of ill ; 
Spoke hopes which rugged Reason bade not, 
And poured the com&rt whioh he had not 

And when he told how years would pass 

But love remam — and he return 
Bich as her sire «ould wish— -alas 1 

She thought not of the early urn 
Such hopes too often find 1 — the wide 

Dark gulf between, ahe scaroely ykmed ; 
She looked at once beyond Time's tide, 
And saw them once mare side by side, 

As now they fondly stood 1 
So would they meet, and hope, and Dslsa 
Fair morrows to the evil days; 
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And in her youth and iimocence, 

She dream'd not love could need defence. 

She knew not why so wildly trembled 

His hand, if oiiy touch'd by hers ; 
The wish by Passion oft dissembled,* 

If true, for ever it incurs.-^ 
As hearths — as fuel without fire: — 
Jean's love that would disown desire ! 

And there was peril in the hour. 

And place, and silence, of their meeting- 
Eve, and its star, and that soft power 

That sway'd thfeir pulses' fitful beating. 
Nature belowt and «hade above,— ^ 
And ^Aey— -their young hearts and their love ! 

And never was a lovelier breast 
Than hers by youthfiil ardour press'd ; 
And never did a dreamier eye 
Look back to love unknown reply. 

Oh ! what is that divine, intense. 
And holy soul within the sense — 
That can control — -restrain — inspire 
The deafened fierceness of desire — 
That can the vnldest wish of clay. 
The strength — ^the ^cZf of Nature sway. 
And make us rathei^ bear — ^yea, cling 
To the unslak'd and sleepless sting — 
Than bid one pttig that Being prove, 
Lov'd more than all the ends of Love? 
And she was saved — -nor knew how "nigh 
The doom she never sought to fly ! — 
Ev'n with her fair cheek on his breast — > 
Ev'n with her ripe lips warm from his. 
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So nearly, and so wildly blessM — 

There was a barrier to the bliss—* 
A soul itself that nobly prided 
To shield the fond heart that confided ! 

So time went on his silent way, 
And brought in sight the fatal day ; 
And now btlt one brief moon will fail, 
Cre Julian's ship unfurl her sail ; 
And the firail plank, and faithless sea. 
Become, poor girl I a world to thee I 
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CHAPTER n. 

One evening, Julian, homeward walking, 

Beheld afar a gathering crowd ; 
And on his ear, the storm of talking 

Broke quite *' inelegantly loud."* 
When one is suffering from blue devils, 
Noise — ^mobs — are .nost tremendous evils ! 
How very much one's Melancholy 
Turns up lier nose at vulgar Polly ! 
How very bitterly she quarrels 
With Mirth's sad sentiments and morals! 
Calls Joy hard names, and swears H is veiy 
Silly, and wicked to be merry. 

So Julian, when the crowd he spied, 
Would fain have sourly turned aside. 
Mattering against folk's strange fatuity, 

In wasting time and cracking jokes 
With such provoking assiduity 

On the concerns of other folks. 
Instead of walking lone, and pouting, 
Whether to drown or dangle doubting ; 
Fate and her thousand vagaries cursing. 
And Spleen affectionately nursing : 
Shock'd like himself at aught of gladness, 
And bearing life with pioper sadness. 
I^eham had turn'd aside, I say, 
When suddenly the crowd gave way, 

* Ltdy ****** WBM godd «noagh to ftabion tiM abovtt plifiM ikr m»> 
«w Ladyihip cannot eridare a mob to be the least vulgar; ia bar wwtai tftf 
*|ip«in quite aflh>nted at tlieir iMt wearing sUk atooUnga, and a^^ 
^ ""i a wblaper. 

H2 
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And wrangling in the midst he 

By Joye !— our luckless Siamese. 

Some are, who seem, beyond all succour, 

Destined for ever to -a puoker ; 

In Tain totday they may escape. 

To-morrow Iniags an uglior scrape ; 

Through life they plunge, strive, pant, and 0qinlUe» 

And death still fixMlsthem in a hohble. 

Somewhat of this sad species I am 

Afraid you 'U thi«k oi^^ Twins of Siam. 

Laneham walk'd up «nd askM the matter! 
A hundred tongues reply in clatter ! 
But long ere silence was obtained. 
This much at least he ascertained :— - 
A sergeant tall wished to convey 

Off Chang, well aUc to prevail, if 
Ching were not dragged the other way 

In the d d clutches of a bailiff 1 

The fact was, Ching, who M ever had 

Expensive habits from a lad. 

And, since his mtr^e into fashion. 

Had loved, like other beaux, to dash on» 

Now reap'd Profusion's sad results, 

In an arrest from Mr. Stultz ! 

The bailiff seized him at the time 

When Chang, in whose unconscious, cold ear, 
Brave Sergeant Drill had the sublbne 

And gay profession of a soldier 
Been dinning, found himself imbruted 
With ale, and, by the lord, recruited ! 
We wanted then some gallants tail, 
A Corps of Heroes for Bengal ; 
And Drill believed Inmself no dunce, 
•Ia bagging two such birds at once. 



Wefl SOTO, &at to ^ilist cme brodier 
Wa» quitf eaougfa to win the othei* 
Ne?er, I ween, did War and Law 
Their several ways mcnre droUy draw. 
Grappled on Chang ^ man of dayghten I 

The sturdy baiM* grappled on Chnikg 1 
The one pull'd this way to his qiraart^nn 

The o^erthat way to the iS/mf^ii^ 7 
"While our astomsh'd swarthy sad meOt * 

Unconscious of the scrape they *d goi »» 
Thought what a dangerous band of ssadsMil 

Pale soddettly had cast their lot in ! 
Idnch were they charm'd, you may suppose^ 

When they beheld their guar^soi l^nal^iy^ 
^ee more at hand against their foes, 

So opportunely to sustam 'em. 

If e'er you want a friend to freei, 

Whom in a street-row you may see> 

Two things are only necessary, 

The first to be well dressed, and very : 

The/Becond, to combine decorum 

With a most copious vis verborunu* 

Luckily Laneham both possessed. 

And first the Sergeant he addressed: 

** Take off your new recruit, nor spare him ; 

" But hark you, sir, if you molest 
** This other gentleman, or bear him 

** Against his will— at your behest—- 
' ^ Ay— 4)ut a single step from hence, sir,^ 
'* Why, tremble at the consequence, sir. 
••What !" and he tum'dunto tibe crowd, 
Rais'd his right hand and spoke more lond. 

^* An^ee^ <*gU( of word^,**— tliat of which. Iq order to eaiow tblk Ut^ 
■ittom M8, wia great iniqiiity, eliwted tiieir Mtghheom th»HiiiM* 
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^ ShalL we see men served tints and be dumb t 

•* Where 's Magna Charta ? where our freedom I 

**What! is a military varlct, 

** Glowing with insolence and scarlet, 

* Our rights and privileges civil 

*^ To kick, at pleasure, to the devil ; 

** Drag a fireeman against his wish on, 

** To be the food for ammunition ; 

** And treat with worse than Tuik's brutality, 

^ This guest of British hospitality? 

•« Shame! shame!" 

"^ Ay, shame !" on every sidet 
Shi^boy and oyster virgin cried. 
The attics groaned &eir lofty blame, . 
And from the stalls came hoarsely— -^* Shame !** 
Ev*n so, of late, the thieving crew. 
Who, Eldon-like, love nothing new. 
No more allowed to rob in peace. 
Made London ring with ** No Police !** 
While stones — O shame^to England ! — ^flew 
Around the Chief of Waterloo ; 
And in the veiy street whose name 
Is borrowed from the veteran's fame ; 
> Meaning — (like those sharp speeches wont 
To shower on Hume'43 unshrinking front. 
What time he lifts the veil fix>m jobbing), — 
•* O wretch, to interfere with rolling !" 

Sliff stood the Sergeant— HBtiff and stately, 
Bst puzzled much, and frinking greatly ; . 
A piomp at hand he thought he saw ; 
Bondes, he did not know the law ! 
WMe solemnly he scratdied his head, 
Urns to the Bailiff Laneham said : 
^ There is your prisoner, be it so 1 
^ But where your warrant 'gainst the other t 
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''Of course die p«iaities you knoVt 
''If you, by chance, lock up the brother. 

" Of course you know, for such infractioa , 

"Of law, we bring at once our action. 

''So mind you are your proper cue in, 

"A Mse imprisonment is ruin ; 

^ On a man's freedom all infringing 

"k met by damages most swinging. 

** If you persist, and should defend 

" Tour cause — ^I beg to recommend 

[^ They 11 help you finely through your blunder) 

"Messieurs Rack, Gripe, Grasp, Clutch, and Pltmder.** 

rhe Sergeant did the silence Inreak, 

** Give me my money back,** said he ; 
rhen next in whispered voice did speak. 

The Bailiff hinting at a fee. 
rhe money back Chang slowly gave, 

Still puzzled with all this verbosity, 
knd said, with brow extrem^y grave, 

" So this is English generosity !'' 

Laneham, meanwhile, the Bailiff's palm 
Touch'd, and dissolved aU farther qualm. 
And lo ! our Twins, once more released,. 
Walked from ** The many-headed heasV^ 
So by the upper ranks the mob 

Is somewhat impolitely branded ; 
What sort of beast then is the Nob- 

lUty ? Oh ! •' The many-handed P* 

While with their friend to his abode. 
Our Indians saunter on the road. 
Just let us— ere we do pursue — 
Make a remark — ^we think it true, 



Hio' laws when JrasBcd withioiuieb t«Mible« 
Scarcely foreasw moi going double. 
Otherwise, doubUess, one m^^ brmg 
Oases quite pat to Chaaf and Gung; 
And solre by precedent the mgexAy 
Hard point of bailiff and of Bergeapi ; 
Tet just as full of conkradietioa 

For us foOTsingh k^ as them, 
Are those blunt puzzles of reatrictim^ 

Which tangle first and than eond^nn^ 

OMpiiUs this way-^-and that the other- 
One grapples this, but frees that brother ; 
Tet in this social state, so close 
Knit are our welfare and our woes. 
That who shadl say, what^comes to thee. 
Shall bring nor scathe nor chain to me t 
Bewildered and confused we stand. 
Opposing laws on either hand. 
And our innumerous customs die, ^ 
Into the Passive of one Lie ; 
And that is ]jfe — as we\e disguised it. 
And gravdy said that Heaoen devised iu 

Mark, and at times throuj^ our narratiosi 
A latent sense may meet thy view 1. 

What seems most hke exaggeraticm, 
Clothes oft the ^t most nmply true ! 

Where are our Twins ! far— *far before — 
I 'm quite ashamed so long we Ve tarried. 

See them to Julian's small fot fioor^ 
In C Street already canjed. 

See them beside his table sitting- 
Chang in deep thought, his dark brow knitting- 
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Ching aipping port — ^I fear Hot Allmitt'fr— 
And cracking pleamre out of walBUts. 

While Julian thinks in Chang to view 

A vein of kindred cogitation. 
And enters with thai youth into 

A sentimental conversation : 
They talked of Love, the lord of earth. 
Its power — ^its mystery— and its birth ; 
Both apt its colours to enhance 
With the rich moonlight of romance. 

"Yes,** Julian said, «*yes — oft, methinks, 
"There is in love the germ of niore 
" Than our philosophies explof e» 
" I speak not of the end acqmred, 
*^When the soul r^f^^*— where ixd9avr$dt 
.*♦ But ere the end be gained — what bright 
**But half-caught Visiions haunt the sight I 
'^Back into shaiie the vision shrinks, 
** But not its memory of delight ! 

'^.Plock thousand dim and faery feelings, 

" Love only wakes, our spirit o'er \ 
'* Vague thoughts we fain would eaU reveaUngs, 
■ " The stars grow lovelier than before ; 
** Prom our earth's clay a cloud is driven, 
''And we gaze oftener on the heaven. 
*' There the soft instinct seems to win t» ; 
" Something, new-khidled, sti^ within ns; 
•* The lesser and the lower aims 
^ Of life, the ennobled heart disclaims ; 
** The fervour in its very faults 
^ Refines, and mellows, and exalts. ^ 
*' We lose the sense of self, we glow 
** Wilfa a vague love fi»r dli below: 

Ha 
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^ More g^erous impfulse swells the thought, 

^Than e'er by saint or sage was taught ; 

^ High deeds, half-shun'd before, the soul 

^ Now pants, now pines, to make its goal. 

** All things divine and fair, the birth 

^ Of flowers, the gladness of the earth, 

^ The mysteiy of the air and sea ; 

•• The charmed tongue of Poesy 

^ (Which th' unpurgM grossness of the brain 

** Had scom'd till then as light and vain) ; 

** All, the full all, that we inherit, 

** Grow sooth, and augur to the spirit ! 

** Lofty and tender thoughts, before 
^ Undream'd, become our angel food, 

■^And our regenerate minds adore 
** Tlie glory and the truth of good I 

^ Such are the signs within, the while 

** Our nature coins itself in love^ 
''And ^cA tome seem signs that smUe 

** As t3rpes and tokens from above ! 
"For they are not of earth ! but rather 

^ The struggling and half-dedged desires, 
** For what on earth we may not gather ! — 

^ Love never grants what it inspires ! 
" Possession may content the frame, 
" And calm, nay, haply quell, the flame ; 
^ But those wild visions and aispirings, 
*^ Th' unbodied, dreamlike, dimdesirings— 
" They shun all earthlier fruition ! — 

" They speak an uncompleted doom! 
** They murmur at the clay's condition I 

"And pine within us to the tomb ! 

"^ Yes ! Love brings something more than lofe I 
"A prophet and divine impression. 
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** That that which yeameth here — above 
^* Shall not be all denied possession. 

^ Though donnant in the secret breast—^ 
** Through the harsh toil, and grinding strife, 

^ And sluggish sleep, that eke the rest 
** Of the long acts of motley life ;— 

** Though dormant, may the guest divine 

^ Lurk in its lone discultured shrine 

•* (For as our gloomy way we grope, 

*' We ask but light from earthly hope, 

^ Ne'er seeking, and but darkJy seeing, 

** The inward glory of our being) ; 

** At once it wakes, and breathes, and mores, 

** The instant that our nature loves-— 

^ No ! never human lover knew 

** A passion deeply felt and true ; 

^ And did not — ere his love declined— 

** Feel the Immortal of the Mind ; 

*^ Feel how — ^unseen and still — ^we cherish 

^ That soMETHiNo never doomed to perishf 

** And own the homeward-pining sigh 

M Of the pent ezil^ of the sky T 

As Julian ceased, upmi his mien^ 

And air, and brow, and lofty look, 
The whole of his bright heart was seen, 

As stamped upon a book ! 

And Chang, in whose dark troublous breast 

The finer thoughts lay unconfessM 

But often struggling, on him fixed 

A look where awe with pleasure mixed 

After a brief pause, musingly 
And slow, the Indian made reply. 
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He tells how to his risioii seems 

Love, not indeed without the soft 
And sacred thoughts, and seerlike dreams 

Which Julian spake of !— but more oft 
Full of dread omens — shapes that made 

The heart's blood creep ; — gnm images 
That lay coilM snakelike in a shade 

Of hontm; — ^gfaastly impulses 
To some black, guilty purpose urging 
^ The will, that shuddered while in vergmg. 
And all the while upon him dwelt 

dung's gaze, ^diose ehiird and strickea nlind 
For the first time in terror felt. 

The nature to his own entwined* 

80 talk'd they ! but the broad and high * 

And lore-lit soul of Julian brought 
Slowly, at length, nor consciously, 

A soothing to die Indian's thought 

They parted--but Chang henceforth came 

Ofl to the student's solitude ; 
And to renew and thread the ^me 

And mazelike commune Julian woo'd. 
Oil— while the brother sHent sate, 1 

Sdent but not unheeding— they 
Gonn'd the high themes of human fate* 

The birth of flesh, and its decay ; 
The uneven dooms of life — the unsolved 

Arcana of the life to come ; 
And Chance with wistful thought revolve^ 

When Truth's close oracles grew dumbw, 
On these hif^ themes, with all that shLneB 
From the pure one Creed's solemn shiines* 
They ble^d the wild but lofty dreams 

Of other climes, and mouldei^d ages» 



jm 



Nor bar the Ohrw^xasCn 8iiii4h them^s-^ 

The 8ta>thought8 of the heathen Bages* 
Then the iiill student pour'd the store n 

Y^t fresh in Wisdom's uma of 3rore» 

The Ionian Seer, who first* in Greeoe 

The sage'siamp of naptha lighted, 
Fair Wisd(Mn's tran<|uil creed of peace, « 

With plumed Freedom's faith united ;f 
And ^at all-grasping truth proclaimed,^ 
Which Heaven itself hath proudly claimed ;•— 

The rival Samian's^ wilder lore. 
Blent from dark riddles and the hoar 
Traditions of remotest years 

(MossM, as it were, by antique guile), 
Won from Chaldea's Starry Seers, 

And the gray Mother of the Nile f— 

The Wise of Glazomene,|| who hung 
The spell o'er his resistless tongue 
On whom the Olive QueenlP bestowed 
The title of her Thi^der God ;** 
The Wise of Glazomene, who — soul'd 

With contemplation — deem'd life given 
But with a still heart to behold 

The glory of the Earth, and Heaven; — ^ft 

* Thales, the founder of the Ionian School of Philoaopby, and the flitrt €ntk 
"Who received the title of Sa^, and taaght the immortality of the eonl; 

t It was an observation of Thales, *' that nothing was so base as to allow a 
fyrant to grow old.»* ' 

t ** Know thyaelf." £ CaHa deseendit, Sge, 

J Pythagoras, the creator of the great Italian School opposed to dw loniaiL 

(j Anaxagoras. 

IT Athens. 

** Pericles, the pnidl of Anaxagoras, was sometimes honourably, some- 
times satirically, styled " the Olympian," ftann the thunder of his eioqnence. 

ft When Anaxagoras, the peculiar property of whose mind has been called 
** a certain h^h-wrougbt m. ftnciM sublimity ," was asked why he cams 
into the world, he answered, ** To behold the son, the mooo, l&d the Buurral* 
oTnatwa." 



,-'* 
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Hdier than these, &e g<(dden springs 

Of Plato's bright imaginings ; 

He who became the fount, where all 

The fondly wise their visions fed ; 
And, with a charm'd and solemn thrall, 

Koit Hope and Solace with the Dead ! 
The Star that shone on tombs ! — ^the Hght, 
Which, more than aught beside, broke the wodfe 
G^tile night ;— < 

« 

JknA He* whose lofty name hath gone 

Too hghtly from our lips, who drew 
The noblest form that ever shone 

Upon the old world's dazzled view ; 
Reared it above all change and chance^ 

Bowed Earth, Time, F(»rtune, to its throne, 
And made it in sublime romance. 

Itself its Universe alone ; 
And then within the high Dream stored. 

And call'd it ** YmTus," — and adored ;— 

Of these the student spake, and still 

The lore grew lovely on his tongue, 
For wisdom's lute needs slender sUll, 

U not too harshly strung. 

In turn, the Indian boy releas'd, 

From their dark woods, and shadowy caves, 
Th' unshaped Ohimaeras of the East : 

And wi^ such draughts his listener thrilled. 

As from the unsunn'd and solemn waves 
Of Fable and of Awe, his urn 

Perdiance each elder wanderer filled I 
And, home regained, bade Wisdom learn 

What Craft or Folly first mstilled. 

^ItetihutrhNu Zeno, the ftther of tbe most exalted and lent npNciMii 
lUoaeplijwiacliaaaniDiniiiedrMswereTer ^ 
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Manrels, I we^, did he recount 

Of huge Mienmo's* visioned mount ; 

Of Boudha^s hallowed toils, and all 

The pomp of Mooktzke^s\ glorious hall ; 

The homes the Eternal Law prescribes ; 
The mystic Aa/Vinnumerous tribesi — 
From the dread monster-race, who deep 
In wood and wave their empire keep ; 
Haplyy where Cossets waters spring 
To-day, beside the Dragon-King.X 
To those whose mightier legions hold 
The crystal temple's halls of gold.^ . 
And higher, to the unfathomed space* 
Swayed by the Arupa^s airy race.| 

Then from the glories of the blessM 

He glided, dreadly pleased to tell 
Of the four states ^e accursM invest ;F 

From that, where, in their rugged clay, 
Glimmering and dumb, the brute-tribe stray^ 

To where the lost of Niria dwell 

In Zabudiba's rocky hell I 

Thence from such legends vaguely vast, 
To their time-hoared philosophy ; 

* jriei»m0,tlielloiiiit of Vision, placed in ibe centre of the moH e te f il e< 
part of the earth. 

t Boudka holds his divine habitation in Mooktzke, or the Hall of Glory. 

i The DfBgon King, nho always sleeps at the Ibot of those moo^aiw 
whence Uie river CoMe springs, is said to have be«ii the flist god whoappearsd 
IB this world; and it is believed that he will see the last He only awake* fhai 
kis sleep at the appearance of a new god. 

i The Son, which beUmgs to the hafattatioo Za<iidiuiikmt(heldhy OBSordv 
oTNatXis reprMented as being without crystal and within gold. 

Q The Anipa, are the immaUrial beings, or qdrits; tJM other c i e atni ii^ 
hoiwever angelie or elevated, being corooreaL 

IT There are fimr states of ApffOr misery ; the first, that of all uimals iiitk 
rior to man ; seconcKy, that of the Preitta : and ^irdly, that of the AssnTighs. 
The tenants of these two latter states endure neariy the same ponishmsnts; 
and, till we are made aware of the horrors of the fourth, we slMmld eooceiv» 
that imagination had exhausted itsdf in the tortures they contain. Thefbu^ 
«r NbriOf is, in reality, the Boodhjafk hell; it is sttuated in the ctTSS cT th# 
•ovQiBni island Zahiffiba^ 
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Nurse, haply, of all creeds diat be 
Save one, — ^the daok reeounter pass'd. 

He told, hour from its fearful frame 

The death-won world receiyed its name :* 

How from the evils of itian's birth, 

And that corrupting curse of earth 

For ever, as a circle, fated— 

They thought no God the world created, t 

For that a God had screened from aught 

Of harm, or chance, the world he wrought 

Of souls (he said) belief was cherished. 

That with their fleshy homes they perished ; 

But from the whole, again arose 

A being, doomed to joys or woes ; 

To bestial mould, or shape of spirit. 

As the past life's career might merit.j: 

And so for aye that whole resolves. 

Till through all changes it revolves. 

And climbs into that loftiest state. 

Free from the breath of Time or Fate ; 

V 

* The UniveTBe receives Uw Oftme of Logha or Loka, which rigiiifl«f d»» 
■traction and reproductkXL 

t The evils in the world, and its repeated destraetions (faugfat by fhe ereed 
of Boudba), are safficient, in the opinion of these religionists, to prore that 11 
was not the work of a Supreme Being. 

X The followers of Boudha, jvho make one of the three hundred and thir^ 
i^aa heretic sects among the Hindoos, believe the soul pierishes with toe 
body ; and yet, by a metaphysical contradiction, that from the matsrials of 
both arise a new being, rewarded or panisbed according to the deeds in the 
Ibrmer life '•» ind they suppose, that these said and same materials, having psssed 
through the various orders of Nat, or superior l)eing8, uUimatdy gtiB thejmebaa, 
or state of perfect happiness. Thus, curiously enough, they at once deny the 
immortality of the soul, yet make it jpnrogressive y terminate it with life, yet load 
it with tlie most tremendous responsibilities. The Ihct is, that they themedvee 
are irretrievably piuxled and confused in a maze of aUegoriee ; aod thai we, la 
decif^ering their riddles, are ten thousand times as muck in the darit. One 
thing is quite clear, the Boudhists are not, as they have becD accused of betaiff, 
Alheiets. They allow gods enough, in all conscience ; and ^ve to Ihem, or to 
their agents, the direction of the world ; they only deny that a divinity craaiti 
the world. To be sure— this denial has in all times been confounded with 
Atheism ; but it is a very different thhig— «a dififerent, for instaaoe, aa lithM 
fiom rriigioo. 
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Stjrr'd by no memory that hath been ; 
One ealm, deilicious, pure, serene — 
The Nieban to the perfect given ; — 
The shadow of the Christian's Heaven! 
And these the Indian loved t^ paint. 

But with no fond believing folly ; 
In his strong mind had now waz'd faint, 

Each trace his childhood prized as holy. 
Not that the erring dreams were lost 

In one true faith, but, vague and mixed. 
He took from many creeds what most 

His fancy pleased, or judgment fixed : 
And formed them into one, which schooled 

The calm opinions hush'd within him ; 
But— like the holiest — rarely ruled 

His deeds, when Passion sought to win him. 
Ah! would that those divine desires 
That Thought exalts, or Heaven inspires, 
Could grow at once instinct and rife, 
Breath'd into acts — and ntade our life! ' 
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CHAPTER in. 

DxTiu ! if your dunn'd oonditioa 
Contamo, perehuice, an oppoaitioii ! 
What axe those imps, who sport the h«» 
Sacred to Wh^ aad Wisdom-— —<^Jue t 
Oh say, what are those dismal prifs, 
Are they yomig Benthamites, or — ^WhijgB t 
Ye devils bltte ! how oft, alas ! 
On me yoa vent your azure s]»te ! 
Just now I took a cheerful ^lass, 
To ^' puige your colour fiom n^ sight! 

If from my cradle yon Ve pursued me, 

Duird, gloom*d, oppressed — ye £ie'er subdosd me f 

In vain betwixt me and the sky 

Ye lower, — I dare you, and defyi 

I do not stoop to soothe and flatter yon ; 

Nor, like Tom Moore, with, praise bespatter yoa ! 

I do not call you the sul)lime 

Feelings of gentlemen who rh3ane. 

I do nH.w^ap angel wings about you, 

Your ugly shapes with grace investh|g ; 
Swear Genius cannot do without you, 

And that you 're ** deeply interesting I** 
No-— spite of critical severe raffs* 
Blue devils make but sorry seraphs. 

*|fr. Moore, in bis Uft of Lord Byron, was pleased to tdk veiy lliicly Indeed 
iiboQt mdanciioly. TbinUng his doctrine pemidous to tlie fnmOi of oommoB 
■ense, I expressed tliat opinion in " l^ul Clifibrd f tbougli, of coosss, wltb tbat 
eeferBDce ttiat an ordiMry man o^es to a great one; wbsreon certain wities— 
fklcsids pusstbly of Mr. Mooro-^^ere etstrsmely wrotb. I Uag pardon of thass 
MDtlemen !•— If melancboiy be poetic«a, may tbey bepoeticalwlfheTestfif tbolr 
fivw! God forbid tbat I sbonid disturb ttwirsoinbrssatisacUoB! Vta^areri^ 
la d aeindtng their b^d spiriis— their only claim to intdlsot i« woitli Att aa m f tef I 
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These devils in our Isle's immense city, 
Finding no dwelling place more pleasant, 

Now, in their bluest blue intensity. 

On Chang seemed settled for the jwesent ! 

Moodier and darker every hour. 

His visage and his spirit seem ; 
And, wheresoe*er his steps are wending, 
To earth you note his glances bending, 
As if uncheck'd he would devour 

Some nursed, but loathly dream. 

And when with kindly voice and eye« 
The secret of his altered mood, 
The wistful brother tearftd woo*d, 
With few words, slow wnmg nor willing. 
And an aspect stem and chilling. 

He gave the vague reply. 
All things, — ^pursuits, — that pleased before. 
Cheerlessly he sought no more. 
Sometimes you his lips might see 
Moving fast unconsciously ^ 
But aloud no word was uttered. 
It within was, charmlike, muttered, 
Like some dark and guilty yearning. 
From the very daylight turning. 
Oft he, in his gloomy trance. 
Darted round a jealous glance ; ^ 

And if none appeared to mark. 

With a gaze that from within 
Stole the venom, fierce and dark. 
On his brother's face it bent — 
But it softened ere it went ; 
And his flesh and members quivered, 
Like a man but just delivered 

From a peril or a sin ! 
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Strange and terrible, I ween, 

Had the contrast of that look 
(If thou hadst its meaning seen) 
And their posture then have been ! 

FcH*, whatever their feelings took 
Of change, the brothers ne'er forsook 
The lovely custom which had grown 
From their very birth their own ; 
So— all the while you shunned to trace 
The passions of the sterner face ; 
Still, with arm round either thrown^ 

Tliey sat in close embrace ! 

But dt, when Mary with her sweet 

And her delicious beauty, stole 
Adiwart his presence— seemed to fleet 

The demon from the Indian's soul ! 
With a fixed and charmed eye. 
And a quick and startled sigh. 

Would his panting heart pursue her ! 
As if — to use the fairy words — 
That Passion tuned to Fancy's choxdi— • 
He yearned to meet her silvery feet, 

ffis soul to pour unto her.* 
Yet sometimes ev'n her magic failed, 
And a darker power prevailed, 

And sometimes, if her voice address'd^ 
His brother's ear-— or, if her smile 

Replied, though sadly, to the jest 
With which the light Chlng would beguile 
The grief which even he perceived 
Upoa her brow — and seeing grieved—- 



« «And wb0a I ibaUmeet 
Tby Mwmrj ftei, 
My tool I *U pour onto ttief < * 






Tbok a cloud came oW 
Or a 8wift aad angry g]mpe 

In his gloomy eyabai fettered; 
Aad low words fie gibbered, stnuig 
In his anknown nanrpe loogoe, ^ 
But which Cbiag would eeetn to 
With a^precating fear ; 

For, since Chang's had been inibittafftd» 
'Wherefore he but dknly goees'd, 
Ching's warm nature had been spelled ; 
From its eholer hewed, and quelled 
By the passions of a breast 
Boosed — a tempest from its rest 1 
▲11 that deemed to soothe or please 
Were the lofty cdloquies. 
That ^m time to lame, we told, 
How with Julian he wcmld hold ; 
Tet from these retnn^ed, his mood, 
Less stern, was oft more sadly hued. 
As if the .more his knowledge learned 

Of man's true ends, and Nature's lawv. 
Still with a gloomier thought he turned 

To what he felt, and what he was. 



But rarer now d^se i^its grew. 
As near and near ^ stem day drew. 
When the unpitying bark afar 
Should waft die lover from his star ; 
For still, as neared that day of dread, 

Sunk Julianas soiil ; and if he bore 
Against his doom, and fJBiintly fed 
^ With hope his sick heart's wasted core; 
rr was only in the hours when naught 
And none broke o'er his lonely thought— 

His mind was poisoned at ^e fount ! 
He loathed jail living forms, and eyes 
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The Btany themes he most was w<mt 
To love, grew tedious ; and the leaveit 
Of his deep-hoarded gathering wo, 
Tainted and tinged aH things below. 

But lovely is a woman's soul, 

And ey'n when sorrow spurns control^ 

Its selfishness she smothers ; 
And Maiy, though perchance the dart 
Had entered deeper in her heart 
Ev'n than her lover's breast, yet cherished 
The thought that in Ai^ grief had perished 
- The thought, the S3rmpathy for others ! 
So, roused at moments from her bow'd 

And brooding sorrow, she surveyed. 
Alarmed and anxious, the strange cloud 

That o'er the Indian cast its shade. 
Too pure, too guileless to discover 

The barb and mystery of his soul. 
She dream'd not efhe beheld a lover 

In him compassion would console : 
But shudderingly she saw his look 

So dreadly on his brother fall ; 
And felt that he had ceased to brook. 

And now abhorred, their fteshly thrall. 

^ was evening, and the quiet air 

Came thro' ihe casement soft and holy, 
By which the Brothers seated were ; 

Chang self-wrapp'd in his melancholy, 
And looking o'er Uie changed street, 

"Where fast the gloaming shades were AickeDiDgt 
And wearied Traf^'s busy feet 

Were heard more rarely homeward quiekeidfligl-i^ 
There was a softness in his mien. 

There was a 8<^aess in his broir ; 

I 
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And Maiy* as she chanced unfle^ 
To pass beside him, paused — and now 
^ Ghing, who in sil^it wcttch had viewed 
The slow relaxing of his ndood, 
. Looked up, and when he saw the maid, 

A smile upon his features played. 

Grently he signed her not to speak, 

Lest that unwonted sp^ shoidd break ; 
So pleased and touched the maiden 3tood« 

An answering smile upon her cheek ; . 

And on his shoulder kindly laid 

A sister's hand, as she survey'd.: 

Bo were they grouped : there was, I weenr . 

A quiet pathos in the scene. 

The object of their mutual care 

Feeding lone thoughts, uncpnsck)us, there-?— 

The wistful and the anxious brother 

Striving his very breath to smother — 
And smiling with a moisteoed eye ; 

And, in her still and tranquil grace, , 

That fair girl, with her mopnli^t facei 
And ivory neck, and golden hair, , 
Contrasted with that Eastern Pair, 
Gazing on both so tenderly. 

Chang sighed, and turned i — and all a^azedi 
Started— 'and on the watchers gazed. 

As he gazed, the warm blood rushed 
To his cheek — the gathering ire ^ 
Lit his eyes witli hvid fire ; , r^ : ^ 

And his hps, with anger trembling. 

Half refused the speech ; but hushed 
And their sudden fear disse;nblin^ 
Stood the two ; nor from him too^ . r > / 
The pitying kindness ^f thpii^ook . ,, 



\ 



CfiAP»2IX.J THE OAMESB TI7QI8* 188 

" Her hand on thine I 't is true r— 40 said he^ 

With a hollow voice unsteady ; 

As he muttered — fitnn the heart 

To the deed the passions start,"— 

And a fierce and frantic hand « 

On his brother's throat he fixed ; 
And his features sternly scanned, 

With a gaze, wherein were mixed 
All the wrath, and all the wo, 
AIL the madness that below 
in his bosom raged and festered ! 

'* Thou too lov'st !" he said— nor more — 

As it came, the fit was o'er, 
And the fiend abruptly mastered !-^ 
** Fool — fool— oh ! bitten fool !" he muttered, 

And his face, ashamed, he hid : 

Faintly even Mary chid— 
And no word by Ching was uttered, 

To his eyes the wrong'd heart crept. 

And — ^but not in wrath — ^he wept. 

That wild and fierce leap of the mind 

Had outstripped words — and left behind 
A leaden terror numb and still. 
And a foreboding icy thrill, 

Vague, shuddering, mute, and undefined ! 

Before that evening, and that scene, 
A scheme on Mary's mind had been, 
Which she had anxiously revolved— 
Doubting half — and half resolved. 
But from that houi^— alb^ not morej^ 
She guessM Chang's passion than beforei . 
And only felt how deep the sting 
Of his appalling hate to Ohing— 
Her mind no longer could be bent 
From the ** wound pilch of h«r«itent.'* 

12 
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To none her project she hetray did, 
Till of its likelihood persuaded ; 
And then 't was with no easy art 

She won her sire to acquiescing ; 
Sweet reader, how shall I impart 

That scheme — to save the bore of guessing?— 
Nay, reader, fie — ^Ma'am, no caressing ! 
Upon my word, you 're much too pressing ! 
, I grant, to please you all, my trade is ;— 
But then, indeed — consider, ladies !^- 
Well, if you will — it must be so 1 
Silence ! — are all prepared ?— then know-^ 
That plots are fruits which shun precocity, 
And that no sin 's like curiosity ! 

i 

But while the scheme was in its cradle, 
Chang said that London air him made ill ; 
Complaining that the smoke oppressed 
His lungs, — and settled on his ches|t. 
(Hence, by-the^way* I often think 

The spleen that haunts our London gapers — 
When so much smoke we daily drink. 

No wonder that we feel the vapours !}-— 
He said his spirit seemed to long 

To change the dull air for the breeze, 
And the loud city's reeking throng 

For the green turf and whispering trees. 

*T was then the zenith of the spring 
(The second in this clime they 'd known), 

Blithely the West Wind plumed liis 'Wing, 
And merrily the blue sky shOne. 

In short, it was that sort of weather 

We rarely have two days together. 

Well ! when {he weather chaiiced to blunder 
. Into this sort of French efirontery, 
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Chang grew qttite obstmaie — ^no wonder l-^ 
To make the most of it in the country. 

So Hodges hired a place of Claridge, 
'T was pretty, and not far from town ; 

And one fine morning, in their carriage> 
Our little family went down. 

Between two books — ^that yet to charm you, 
And that which now is 9II but over, — 

Reader, once more, the Muse, to arm you 
With caution, condescends to horer. 

Some time ago, I gave due warning 

Of an infringement o« my rights ;* 
Since then, I hear, the impostors scorning 

Justice, continue to be — sights ! 

T is well — their fraud shall yet be Uiwarted, 
Fortune ne'er smiles upon the cheating — 

My Twins must give— they 're so supported — 
The rival candidates a beating. 

Meanwhile, forgive — ^if I once more 
Remind you— they 're the Independents ; 

Oh ! mix them not, I must implore — 
Mix them not up with the defendants. 

Hear me, ye pseudo-twins, I '11 ne'er 

Submit to your coarse imitation ; 
Know, I can drive you to despair, — 

And note the scheme in preparation ! 

Note, if you push — ^for those I sing of, 
Tour wish to be mistaken further, 

* iee Uie eommeiicenieBt of Book iL Cbap. f. 
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I '11 make a common thief my Ching of--^ 
And lead my Ohax^ into a murder. 

So, ye yomig rascals, I exhort you 

No more as my Twins to exhibit ; 
Or, spurious Ching, I will transport you, 

And you, false Chang, shall taste the gibbet. 

# We think we now to our conclusion * 

May glide — ^nor meet with more confusion. 



END OF BOOK THE THQID. 



\ 



• 



BOOK THE FOUBTH. 



■*, 



'^ 



■%' 



INTRODUCTQRY LINES TO BOOK THE FOURTH. 



TO THK 

RIGHT HON. THE EARL GREY, &c. Ac. 

Ere yet, my Lord, you hold the place 
Whence Sense and Pamell drove his Grace,* 
The Muse had seized the rights of Fame, 
And decked eulogium with your name. 
Power stills the praise ihat Freedom pour'd, — » 
A colder hand retunes the chon^; 



* It iB not because a man AJJa in ooe province, that we are to withAoldUm 
nerit for succeeding in another. With all his Icae political errors, no one can 
read the history of the Doke of Wellington's campaigns (which m^ies indeed 
the history of Ms character) without acknowledging the evidence, not more 
of a great general than of a great mind. To deny that his is deservedly one of) 
the moetUlnstrioas of the proud nanves of this country is to betray the stolidity of 
the dnnce, or the biffotry of the partisan, or the audacity of the timeserver. £lke 
other men. in what his education adapted him for he excelled, Imt beyond others; 
in what his education unfitted him for he fhiled ; but not even then, let it be r»> 
roerabered, without showing certain qualities which, in the old times of cabal 
and plot, might have won him the reputation and power happily in civil re- 
spects denied him now. With a profound admiration for his merits— racing, 
as an Englishman, to acknowledge the justice of his flune — I cannot,.h9wever, 
bat oonaider that the greatest benefit he ever conferred on his country is to be 
frand in the na^re of his &U. He depended on the people,, and he was safe ; 
in vain the Aristocracy combined against him— in vain, the Church. He de- 
serted the people, and he fell at once. Never was fidl- so sud<ten— so com- 
^e ! It was the revenge of Uie common Sense and the conunon Interest ha 
outraged. What a lesscm against the intrigues by which states were 
tmnerly governed ! What a warning to fhlure ministers ! WhfU an incen- 
tlve to the vigilance of the people ! It is for Lord Grey to profit by this exam- 
^ ; if he do so, he will triumph over the two great and suDstantial causes of 
■read— the ardour of theorists, and the tendency of the times to huiry evmitfi. 
not in.accardance with, but beyond^ the intellect of the multitude. *' His ordei* 
li In danger— it can be saved— by a prompt surrender of all tluit it eoota^. 
olMMZioiiB. T6 the dominion of the Aristocracy may be given the same advicoi 
tfren by Augnatus in respect to the doihinion of Rome — yon can only 8U|mj^ 
w^ttraQcdibj lino^ng its boundaries ! 

13 
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And if I gire to Flattery scope, 
'T is less in homage than in hope^ 

Time, when it lowers on states, inspires 
Some thoughts above self's low desires i 
And if I speak of hope, the word 
Hath scarce the construing of the herd ; 
Since — ^nor with careless glance — ^my soul 
First gazed on dark Time's riddled scroll- 
First conned the food of Truth, and wrought 
The chyle of memory into thought, 
In my still heart I leam'd to rear 
Beyond all lowHer hope or fear. 
Beyond the harlots of the hour, 
The lusts that bum fi>r wealth or power. 
The snakelike arts, that while ihey wind 
Alofl, are ttack'd in slime behind ; 
Beyond the day's brief praise or blame^^ 
Beyond the angel-wings of Fame — 
Beyond the smiles of kings— the loud, 
Not lasting, worship of the crowd— > 
Beyond all— -save the heart's-r-applause y 
Go<]U— O Earth ! your common cause. 

What then my hope t-^Oh, if thy youth 
Bow'd Ease to Toil, and Pride toTruth: 
If thy stem manhood never faltered, 
Unawed — ^unJbQughtrrrruntired — ^unaltered ; 
If yet the ends thou sought'st to gain,* 
The same eternal traths remain i 
. If to enforce those ends, the Hour 
Hath sceptred Liberty with Power, 

* Turn to tmy page in the poIiti<^ life of Lord Grey, tvbat Is the etuse ^ 
iQich we find him the advocate T— Eoonomy— peace-^fom»>**JttlBitir aUowed 
abaMd^ and enlarged at home. Was there ever befbce a minialertAmifOOQL 
^y 10 ^vhpm the peo^hpd merely to nj, **B9C0iiaiateDtr 
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May we not }iope fioin thee for more 
Than Might ere gtive^to Bight before t 
And tho' deep irxongs cinateaui'd^-Hat length 
Have roused Slnbmiesion nito l^trength^ 
Thy glory inU not be the less 
To raise Concession to Redress.* 
T is bufr— the bitt^ struggle pas^^ 
To share the victory ean^ at last*— 
To hail frae thought to action gtovm. 
And in man^s triunj^h cio^^ thjoae own.. 

7/" this thy gloryi not in vain : 

Was nnrsU the dream thai urged the strain* 

And mirrors now in faithful lays. 

Men's present hope, and fiiture praise. 

If not thy glory— all that bums 

]b beaccm now to ruin turns ; 

The hovering halo shuns thy name^ 

And homage blackens into shame*. 

If cold, if stem, to courtlier ear^ 

Ev'n praise by Freedom poture<^ appear, 

'T is not for tiiee to leam, in sooth, ^ 

How Doubt has stolen her fire from Truth — 

How long^^^how ofi-«our race hath borne 

The good denied— r-the pledge forsworn ; 

Till Foresight — ^means the skeptic's eyes-^ 

And to mistrost is to be wise !t 

* Hontesquien, in the "Orandeur et Deeadenoedes Bomoins'* (cliap. viii.), 
le w(Hk in yrtAdi the rare and brilliant genius of that great writer is perhaps ' 
iaplayed with the Aillest concentration and the least aUogf, has observed, " Le 
niTemenient de Rome Ait admirable en oe qyn^ depnis sa naissaaoe, sa con* 
itution se tnmya telle, aait par I'esprit du p^ple, la force du stoat on Panto- 
t^ de certains maglstrats que tout abns dn pourohr y pot tocgonrs ^tre eorrigft.* 
et this Tery power, which he afterward calls the salvation of a flree govern- 
mit, our statesmen^^till now, have represented as its ruin, 
t Wbei Hartley (Observations on Ifan, w<A. L p. 804), apeaUng of private 
onda, Mid, "gn» ears evgfat to be taken not to esteon onr fMend a noit* 
treUy" and ''thatit is a great injury to any man to think more highly of him 
an be deserves," be uttered what, if taken in the seemiitf sense, not that In 
bicb the speenlator meant it. Age calls at once a moral, and Tanth a meanness, 
oi in pdritt* lift, alter aUr it is wiser in tbeknig ran to confide thaatoau9«. 
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Yet, oh ! what glory waits ^ mind; 
The moral Theseus of mankindi 
That with firm step and dauntless gaze 
Shall thread th^ dark u&hdy mate. 
That — not anUetU the tnage to win-^ 
Shall slay the MoBstev-vice within. 
All private ties^with years decay, 
Love chills, and Friendship rots away. 
But in Earth's Common Sotd^ each deed 
That serves mankind records its meedv . 
There Envy breathes — ^but there avails not, 
Change dims all else — ^that splendour fails not; 
Wave after wave Time onward sweepeth. 
The same bright spot the glory keepeth. 
It fires — but never needs Uie bard, 
Eternity hath growth its guard. 
It lives with all men honour most— 
A date — an hejfloom — and a boast 
Each future good by heaven decreed 
To grateful Earth— is deemed its seed — i 
And not one afier-light can shine, 
Nor blazon forth its glorious shrine. 

But why to THEE this worthless strain!—^ 
Can verse no emblem th^n contain ? 
Lurks there, then, in the Sybil rhytoe, 
No type— -no token of the time? 
What in this tale may we descry 1 
The moral men in vain deny I 
Behold the Two whom Heaven had made 
To love each other and to aid, 

pf ct. In pablic life all experience tella ub the revene. What Epichaimns m& 
more than two thooMnd yean ago, and Polybios (whoae actual expeiienM w 
the world gave not the least merit to Us noble history) has so emfltaxict'Vf 
retailed, hath lost none of its melancholy wisdom by time. ** In distrust ar^ 
ihfinitrves <tf tkemindJ* 



und by a tie that giOws a thrall, 

11 ivhat shQiild strengthen-— can bat galL 

» one^ 't is tme^ the irksome chain 
s light — and custom conquers pain; 
t in thOf Broodier Twin, our verse 
rtrays its torture and its curse, 
liat ! in mankind can we behold 
I state like that our tale hath told ? 

t mark as we proceed — and grows 
le darkling legend to its close, — 
le one who bore with lightsome cheer 
le chain — ^hath now the moat to fear^ 
loathing takes its latest change, 
d swells Despair into Revenge, 
lat ! in mankind can we behold, 
state like that our tale hath tol^ f 

irk yet — ^if we could all release 
at tie--^would not the peril cease t 
wonted streams freed Nature flow, 
d in the brother merge the foe. 
lat ! in mankind can we behold 
state like that our tale hath told T 

3 there no Orders like that two 
at in the moral world we \i&vf T 
bond that maddens while it draws 
d makes that hell-— unequal laws ?* 

expression that owes none of Its wannth to jpoeixy— impartial law ha* 
ifoonded with the Deity himself. <* God being, as the writer dc Mvndo 
presses it, v6iiOi ItroKAtvfis, an inumrtial law ; and as Plato, /Kirfov 
the measure of all things." — OumoortKa Jntdleciual System. YtL L 
James the First was right when he said, " Since the Devil is ma Ysry 
r opposite to God, there can be no better way to know God than by ths 
r" {Demonologiet book ii.), we seem certainly to luiTe glreiv Jdp awr 
ilaii of knowing God a very kmg tria) I 
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Release is then die surest tie—' 
Here panse we-*-«nor the rest supply 1 

Enough— and now forgire the ihyme 
That plays the moralist with Time ; 
And think the verse which least aj^ara 
To 4atter-^-oft the most reveres. 
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CHAPTER I. 

It was a fair and gentle scene, 
la which the Twins had their retreat ; 

The pastoral cot—the viUage green— 
The quiet valleys way*d with wheat ! 

Like youth upon a holyday, 
The brook sprang freshly on its way ; 
A noisy voice of gladness sendhig 
Through antique oak, and osi^ bending 
Along its broken marge. 
Till in the Thames it dies away ; 
Its death-bed — ^reeds and wild flowers (breathvig 
A Teqmem faint, but fragrant) — ^wreathing. 
And there your step for hours might sta^. 
Bank, sky, and river to survey { 
The lonely fisher moor'd hard by, 
Where yon green islet wpos the eye, 

The black and heavy barge. 
And the light vessel swifUy gliding. 
With pleasure and gay hearts presidingi^ 

On either bank the whQe you see 
The cot, the villa, whitely studding 

The fair ascent, where many a tree 
Into the life of spring is budding* 
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The chestnut with his silrer wealth ; 

The prodigal Labumam's gold ; 
And shyly, and as if by stealUi, 

You aye and ever may behold, 
Up some half-hid gray cottage creepng, 
The jasmine and the bee-flower peeping. 
And o'er the wizard sky the while. 

The strange and spirit clouds would grow; 
So quaintly grouped as to beguile 

Your charm'd eye ficom the earth below. 
And lead the scheming self to ape 
Such baseless pile and airy shape ; 
For when hath Fancy not excelled 
Whate'er of beauty eye beheld t 

Such was the scene, save there that Eve's 
Slow shade a mellower beauty threw, 

As the waves murmured, and the leaves 
Sighed back the Day-god's last adieu* 

When lone, nor watched, the Indian Brothers 
The soft banks of the river sought ; 

Dark Chang within his bosom smothers 
Half^shaped designs and gloomy thoughti— - 

His bitter love— unhallowed hate-*- 
Repinings->-cunes-— at his fate ; 
Schemes— ^memories — feelings died in gati, 
And something shapeless blackening over all N^ 

They came by a pleasant slope. 
And the swans swept sailing by, 
^ Stay, ami see," cried Ching, " how Uie brave birdscope 
*' With the vex'd waves ^lantly !*• 
But pause or reply stern Chang made none— 
His eyelid drooped, and he hurried on., 
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They came where an idiot boy, with a string 

Drew gudgeons out by the dozen : 
^ Stay, and see, there is never so silly a thing, 

'* But finds sillkr things to cozen.** 
Bat pause or reply stem Chang made none-i— 
He bit his lip, and he hurried on. 

rhey came where some children carelessly sported 

In a green valets gentle hollow — 
' Stay, and see how Pleasure, the less she 's courted, 

Wai ever the fonder follow." 
Jut pause or reply stem Chang made none, — 
ie looked aside, and he hurried oif . 

Phey came where a stately mansion rose. 

With a funeral bier beneath-^ 
Stay, and see how they kiss — ^those olden focs-^ 

♦•Wealth and Ws scomer Death!" 
tut pause or reply stem Chang made none-^ 
ha brow grew black, and he hurried on. 

ley came to a dark and lonely wood. 

And they lost the stream^s glad course ; 
lut they heard, thro' the grim of the solitude, 

Th* unseen wave murmur hoarse. 

liere was an awe and a diill 

Over that desoli^e sqpot, 
1 tbeir damp, unsunned, and stilly 

The moist leaves seemed to rot 

nd the gray sky only anon, 

liro' the dense shade sadly shone ^ 

3 ihe rare stars glimmered through 

*he haze and the re^ k pf the marsh-drawn dew. 
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And a fear came sudden and curdling o^er 

The blood of the gentler brother i 
And he knew not why, but his words forbore 

To lure from the gloom of his thought the other. 

For hitherto, with a kindly art, 

We hare seen that he moulded his speech ^ 
In the fashi^m quaint, which the moody heart 

Of his brother not often had failed to reach- 
But he now was mute, and his pulse beat fast, 
So into the midst of the wood Uiey pass'd. 

Then suddenly, and solemnly. 

And with a deathlike cheek, 
Chang paused, and darkly turned his eye 

On Ching — but did not speak. 

And strange, and yet more strange that look 

Glared out throi^h the dull air. 
And his br6w grew damp, and his knees they shook, 

4nd a horror crept cold through his stiffening hair* 

(lis lips were apart and tremblings 
But their voice like a ghost was fled ;— « 
So stood he ai^ so gazed,— 
When Ching, fear-stricken and amazed, 
But with a tone dissembling 

The strangeness and chill of his dread. 
Spake out, and his voioe was as winds, when again 
"Hiey break with' a groan thro' the Ice-^king's chain. 

** My brother, wherefore bendest thou 
** On me that eye, and boding browt 
«« Have I offended thee in aught?— 
*• Speat brother, mi the angry thought I 



^ But gaze not on me with that fierce 
** And silent aspect — ^thy lips quiver, 

" And thine eyes look as ^ey would piereoy 
**Like darts, my life— I feel thee shirer 

*'E?'n as thou stand'st, and every vein 
" Creeps chiU'd by thme— »» 



t ^ Ay, thou ha^t said 

•• The very curse — the very bane, 

**For which my soul cOidd look diee dead* 
^ Cannot this blood glide fast or slow, 

* But thou its very pulse must know ? 
^ Can I not move, or breathe, cht yell 

. " My tortures to the tacit air, 
*" But still thine eye must on me dwell, 
** And still thy ghastly shiape be there ? 

* Oh ! I could gripe thee with these hands, 
*' And tear away the fleshly bands, 

' The curse of clay which from our tribe 
*^ Hath severed our unnatural fate, 

^ Made us to this wide earth a gibe, 
*• And to ourselves — a hate 1 

' Ay, shudder, for my heart is. told, 

*' At last the words are said — 
' Hark ! for in them thy doom hath knoU'd 

«« A knell of deeper dread 
^ Than ever yet to mortal bore 

<« The fulness of despair ! 
' Henceforth to each for evermore 

" An open hate we bear — 
^ Henceforth must jealousy s^nd fear, 
^ And horror be thy daily cheer ! 

^ Henceforth the bless'd sun shall look daifc^ 
** The earth grow red with bloody 
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** Thy haggard eyes steaH ^read ta mark 

" Thy mirror in the floods— 
" Thy flesh shall waste — the dewy sleep, 

" The quiet pulse shall fly thee — 
" For thou must know, A FOE shall keep 

" Lone watch for ever by thee ! 

" And thro' the night, and by the day, 

" In bed — at board— *at every tide 
" Of time and place — ^that foe must stay 

" To curse th^e by thy side ! 
" And own a deeip and solemn joy 

" The while he feels hhnself decay, 
" That the same death which must destroy 

" Himself — rots tJiee. away !— 
" And now I seal my lips !" 

He ceas'd ; 
And his strained hands their clench released ; 

And his breath gasped as if to free 
His breast from some departed spell. 

Yet witching with its memory. 

And thus — as stands some fearful thing 

Of war, awhile its vengeance spent— « 
Sullen and dark he stood ; while Ching 

A look on his swart visage bent, 
Where fear — junaae— love— pity mingled 

So plainly baring all the soul. 
That there a glance might well have singled 

Each separate feelingfrom the whole : 
And when a moment^s pause had died, 
Thought gush'd to speech, and he replied :— • 

. ■ ') 

*« Thy fever, not thysdf, hath spoken, 

" Mine oidy friend — ^my brother— 

*• Oh ! by our cMldhood^s every token— 

" By all we have bpen to each oth**^-^ _ I 



" By the sweet eon^rt we have taken 

** From our own lips ^ea others chid ; 
^ The thought that, if by all forsaken, 

" One friend Fate never eould forbid^ — :. 
"By every joy in common shared, 
•* Or sorrow felt, or danger dared, 
" Oh wrestle with the fiend within, 
" And be yet — ^yet what thou hast been ! 
"My brother, when our father blessed us, 

" Could one be in the prayet forgot ? 
"And when our mother's love caress'd;as, 

" That love could either share it not 1 
"Our sleep, our food,t)ur life the same ; 
" And if sometimes our breasts might frame 

" A different impulse or desire, 
" Methought to both 't was sweet to yield, 
" And all that might have chafed appeal'd 
"But to our love, and to the tie 
"Of our belov'd affinity ! 
** Belov'd ! — was our love not more free 
•*From envy — coldness^ — and from all 
** The thoughts of self — ^than love can be 
** hi their imquiet hearts who call 
•* Divided forms and schemes which brood 
•* O'er lonely projects — brotherhood f 
** How often, in our childish years, 

" We talked throughout the sleepless iiight, 
** And bless'd the bond which now appears ' 

"Accursed in thy sight ! 
•• How oflen were we wont to say 
*** Each worldly bond must pass away— 
•« « Time must dissolve, and absence sever, 

"* And Death all other hearts divide ; 
*♦* But, brother, thou and I can never ' 

" * Be sundered from eadv othef s sid^ ! 
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** « Come joy, come Bonow, we together 

^ * Must bear and share the doom ; 
** * Nor break our friendship's holy tether, 

«( ( Save in one common tomb. 
^ * So God hitth joined us to be 

** * To each a solace and a mate, 
** * Earth's friendships — ^Lore 's beyond— for wo 
** * Are -saered ev'| from Fate !'— 
*' Hast thou not smi those very words !•— 
" And now ! — and ii#w P 

Hiiiheart 

Nor totlier speech, nor breath accords ; 

But an the streams of Memory >start 

Fresh from the well of distant years, 
^d f^Ho^ on that gloomy breast 
Which had so dark a change confess'd. 
He bui^t forth into tears ! 

4knd high^ and pale, and motionless. 

Stands Chang; and on his suUen cheek 
No varying nerve or hue express 

Whil| Fride or Hate forbids to speak ; 
Yet sldwly in his eyes at length, 
The frozen moisture gathered str^igth, 
Until frt)m the reluctant lid 
One large and salt tear coldly slid 
Adown his cheek, unheeded straying, 
And his looks rigid calm betraying. 

And dark and darker grows the night, 

. Around them falling ; 

As the winds awake, and the Waternspnte 

From his caves is calling : 
And the heavy drops firom the gathering dottd 

Fall on the trees as they quail ; 
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Arid the crest of their haughtiest chief is bowel 
^ rRo the rush of the trampling gale. 
And ihe gloom, and the night, and the solitude, 
Weri their witness and watch in the dreary woolL 

• «•••• 4r 

• # • • • • • 

• « • • • t • 

• • • • • A^ • 

• •«•••• 

And when they gain'd their distant cot. 
The Twins were reconciled. 
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They arrived at the lonely door, 
With the light at the. lattice burning ; 

And Mary came out, in joy once more 
To welcome her guests' returning : '^ 

For the hour was late, and die storm was inm^ 

And Mary was ever a fool to fear. 
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Besides (may Heaven forgive the thought !) 

A knife, that in the Brothers' room 
Was left, in vain had Mary sought ; «, ' 

And this, with that knit brow of gloom, % 
That restless eye, and aspect dark 
Which late in Chang she deemed to mark. 
Her vague, half-lit forebodings joined — 

As the hours pass'd, nor homeward yet 
Their steps retum'd. Nor now her mind 

Shook off its burthen, as she met 
Their welcome forms the threshold crossing; 

But lifting high the light, whose flare 
In the fierce wind was wildly tossing, 

A long and wistful gaze she fixed 

Upon their foces ; — the proud air 

Of Chang seemed bowed, and tamedf and miiad 

K 
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. With something of that gentler mien, 
Which wont on Ching's light brow be seen. 

But Ching's gay laugh and voice were mute. 
And weary fell his languid foot ; 
The exhausted frame, or labouring mind. 
In his drawn clieek its sigil signM ; • 
And you might mark, yet lingering there, 

The traces which the past bequeaths, 
Wheii some dread thought we shun to bare 

Again — the haggard memory sheaths. 
4 She look'd, but silently suppri^ssM 

' Whflte^r aroused Suspicion guess'd. 

They sat at the nightly board, 

And Mary pressM the cheer ; 
And her father's voice, with a merrier somid 

Thain of wont, came on the ear ; 
And jt^ generous wine which he long had stored 

Was gayly circled round. 
But the'airy heart of the buoyant CLing 
Flagged like a bird on a wounded wing ; 
Tho' ^e, as the wine-cup sparkled by, 
T^le beam broke forth from his kindled eye, 
^ And struggled his lip for its customed wMm-^ . 

^ * But the jest was dull, and the glance was dim. 

And Chang nor ate, nor spake, nor took 
»; His droop'd eye from the board, save by 

A hurried and ^ stolen look 

To her, who watched them wistfully. 
Still at that look his breath heaved thickly. 
And his pulse beat feverishly and quickly. 



* 
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-Not much they needed to be press'd. 
To yield to Mary's gentle prayer, 
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No longer to protract the rest 

Which should their wearied strengthTepair* 

They are bow in thdr quiet rooni) 

They are now on theur couch reclining ; 

And only through the broken gloom 
One waning lamp is shining. 

Already hath Ching's tired breast, 

Cradled the vex'd thought into rest. 

But Chang yet wakes, his lips are stirred 

At times by some half-muttered word, 

Fragments of speech confused and broken, 

But of the past's dark pile a token. *^ 

Now tones of grief, and now of shame, 

Now bf repentance and remorse ; 
And now fair Mary's holy name, ^ 

Of thought awakes a purer source. 

These were the last words which he breathed» 
Ere, snakelike, slumber round him wreathed. 
And lock'd him in her numbing fold — ^^^ 

«»Tis past — it was — it was c(mtro]l'd! 
** And we are saved ! — and if for me, 

** No hope can dawn->I yet may hover 
^* Around her blessed path — and Ue 

«« O joy ! O joy l^he doth not love hffir T 
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CHAPTER n. 

And now it was Night's witching noon ; 
The stonn had raged itself to rest ; 

And a gray calm lay round the Moon, 
As on she glided mournfully ; 

Like one who, with a pining breast, 
Is left the sad survivor lone, 
Alike of loves and perils gone ; 
And, from the height of Memory, 
Sees, with a strange and joyless eye. 
The beauty, and the pomp below ! 
Self-wrapt, and wearily travailing. 
She waneth from her wan life, sailing 
All silent in her wo. 

Beneath the room in which, serene 
And deathlike, sleep the Twins is folding, 

Lo ! with a stranger to our scene, ^ 

Mary and Hodges converse holding. 

This gentleman in black was dress'd, 
A noble frill adorned his breast ; 
An air — which, Conrad-like, had damped 
Questions absurd— his visage stamped. 
In his plain face few charms the lover 
Of classic features could discover ; 
No n^>dish grace leer'd forth in him. 
Simple his dress but simply-prim ; 



Tet he wlur'pausM to look jagain. 
Saw more than mariLs the herd ofifnen.* 
Something about him yigaely said, 
^ This man could do a deed of dread— > 

** Jesu ! defend us from the dead !** 
Something about his garb, his gravity. 
His smile so sombre in its suavity, 
His searching eye, his wrinkled iMse, 
Hie tightness of his black smallclothes — 
Showed him, at once, one of that race 
Whose spell can pierce the closest place ; 
Who haimt the coyest solitudes ; 
And sit beside the bed of prudes. 
. The chastest maid could scarce deny 

"His midnight visit never shocl^'d her ; 
And matrons, should their gi^ls be shy. 

Would cry, ^ What, bashfid to the doctor T 
Yes, reader, for the worst prepare ; 

Think of your poor soul, I implore you ! 
Tour will ! — you Ve not an hour to spare 1 

A son of Ghden is before you ! 
Pooh ! let us not be so malicious ; 
Tour licensed leech is never vicious : 
Death from his hands should give no terrmrt 
b him U is— «' Accidental error !** 
But quacks, who do ihe art usurp, us. 
Like St. John Long, destroy on purpose ! 
Pouring damned gas, I do assure ye. 

Into our lungs, by way of poticm, 
And making, with infernal fury, 

Holes in our poor backs with a lotion I 
But tkis^ sweet reader, let me urge on 
Tour kind ramembrance, was a surgeon, 
Lbensed to do your business ably. 
One died with him most comfortably ! 

* "Tac, in tht Whole, wte pMMed to loDk agiia, 
**9tm man tim nuuks toe erawd orT«lf«riiian.*< 



csi^. &] '«ia| muflpt Tinte. til 

Indeed, he did enjoy a station -^ 

Of quite uBcopmon reputation. 
Perhaps you think my Tsrse may glance 
I To Mr. Brodie, or to Vance-— 
Or to that *' Duke of Limbs'' so snpei^ 
Eminent — ay, Sur Astley Cooper ! 
Or him who wrote, so I Ve heard tell, 

A book which merits great abhorrence. 
He cuts one up extremely well, 

And, I beliere, his name is Lawrence I 
Or that most soft and unalarming 
Surgeon, the ladies think so charming— 
Who (pray to God he leave no pupils !) 
Blackbrows his patients into blue pills ! 
Who, if your temple or your thumb ache, 
Vents all his iK^uth'Upon your stomach !* 
Who, like a Qwrrk^ or a Kemble, 
Awes your whole frame into a tremble ; 
And, having steeped you in submission. 
Next starves you — ^into plump condition if 
No ! none of these he is, and yet 
He 's just as clever, for a bet : 
In short, whatever him you term, he 's 
An honour to the sons of Hermes ! 
And Mary, with an anxious brow. 
And earnest accent, tells him how 
Her heart had sunk, when she had seen 
With such a strange and haggard mien« 
After so long a time had pass'd. 
The weary Twins return at last 



* Qui Momaelnm ngem tothis cMrporit < 
Cootendunt, vera niti rationo videntur. 
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She told how (his desu-e obey*d) 
^ The opium draught had been convey'd, 
^Unseeiit into the wine-cup's draught — 
And how unsparingly they quaff'd. 
She told him how, with fairy foot, 

Unto their chamber's threshold creeping, 
8b6 *d listened, and when all was mute, 

Had glided in, and markM them sleeping. 
She spoke, and wiped the soft eyes, glistening 

With tears, where doubt and fear intruded. 
Stiff in his chair the doctor listening. 

Was very glad When she M concluded.. 

And now he rose : " *T is vastly wMl, ma'ams 
*• The College ought you to prefer to me ; 

** 1 11 just step out — nay ! but to teH, ma'am, 
" My young men some things that occur to mesi*^ 

*« Stay, stay — ^their life, you *re sure ? Nay, rnore^ 

« Their sufferings ? — "* 

" Trust to my sagacity," 
He said, anit smiled, and shut the door — 

Your doctors can't endure loquacity !- 

■, ^ . 
Well, reader ! now the veil is lifted i 
And Mary's plot, I fear, b sifted^ 

I fear you see how to relieve 
The Brokers from a thrall of late. 
Which seeq^ed so dark and loathed a fate^ 

One only course she could perceive. 
But in that strange imperiled course, 
What fear, and« haply, what remorse ! 
What hazard in the b(^d endeavou^ 
Those bonds which %ixth had knit, to sever ! 

To break the sead sa dreadly set 
Upon their common doom I^-to unbind 



BAP. n;] TIDE SIAMSOt. TWQfsl 819 

The elaims which, tho* unnatural, yet 

Nature herself had round them twined ! « . 

Peril there was, and dread ! — yet still 
The gain seemed weightier than the ill ; i 

And the chill memory of that hour, v 

When one against the other raised 
His guilty hand, had still the power * 

To appal her spirit ; and to sink 

Doubt in the deepness of a feeling, "* 

That Fate had stifled Choice : — she gazed 

On the dark, sullen, unrevealing 
Abyss of doom, — and on the brink. 
If her soft spirit paused to shrink. 
She still thought Fate left no retreating. 
And conscience lulled the weak heart's beating. 
And now the leech hath with his mates 

Softly the chamber entered ; — 
Without the anxious Maiden waits — 

All 's still ! — Eternity devours. 

Silent and dark, his ojQTspring hours — 
The Hours within whose hearts we see 

Life, moving in its mystery, centi^ ! 
Those separate drops in Time's great 8ea« 

In which we Anima^qules leap 

To life, from Matter's working sleep ! 
And, after that brief span of strife 
In which we play the fool with life, 
. Not by one-nullionth of the i^ass 

In the same globule seen — or seeing ; 
In which to death what millions pass F * 

Their death — the ripeness of new being I 

Oh ! dark, y^ not all starless doom, 

The blessing twin-bom wkh the curse \ 
That firameth (me eternal Tomb 

From the all-teeming universe I 
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. TtC,' dt>m ^e reeking jaws of Death, 
' Calleth again the unquenching breath, 
» Ma^jitf a Universal Soul, 
for green Decay but to absorb it, 

JLnd Life's rejoicing circle roll 
JPoTiSTer thro' Corruption's orbit ! 
ynio hadSi not sometime pass'd^e hours 

In that suspense, o'ettnrought, unresting. 
When one loved dearly, with the Powers 

Of Death's dark angel lies contesting! 
How awfully the moments roll 
To — ^what unknonfli and shadowy goal t 
While he, perchance, unconscious sleeps 

For whom thy spirit's bitterest trial — 
How ihe^lock's solemn chiming keeps 

Dread no^e upon the heart's cold dial ! 
As scarce you catch thejanguid moan 

That marks the progress of the strife. 
How agonizing seems your own 

Intensity and stir of life ! 
How idle all the arts and powers, 
The boast^*firuit of learned hours ! 
"SsLUghx^fh^ to save — iia}!^ more, to ease, 
One pang, one shiver of disease ! 
To gather on the black abyss 
Balm for thy heart, or strens^ for his ; 
Or with thy worst foe, Th($ight, to cope. 
Save that popr ImpotOice— ealled Hope ! 
Say — whff^iif^ not to be 

A watclii^ on that bridge of gldQin, 
Which swiKj^s a hair above a sea^ 

Of Douipl^Despair — and Doom ! 

And now, if JMEary bare Jio kin 
To those poor youths, "^hose &te witUn 
Bung on a fearful sealti * ^ 
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No marvel that a sister's keen 
And piercing interest might be seen « ' 
Upon her clieek and in her eye ;— ^ > 

No Qiarvel that her nenre should fail. 
For she was one whose heart run o'er 
With love, and loving sympathy ; 
Andy womanlike, sfie ever felt 
A bond with those with w^oin^he dwelt ; 
But mostly Mary khidness-bofe 

To them whose lot seemed desolate ! 
Fai dx)m their home-— their i^atal skies-— 
Their household's first familiar ties ; 

There was in those Twin-brothers' state—* 

Their marked and solitary fate — 
Their life so fettered, and so sterile— • '* 
Their union past — ^their present peril—* 
Enough to touch a harder %neast 
Than she who loved all earth posses(/d. 

And Mary and her father kept 
All night their watch beside the doori 

Save when within the father crept, 
And back to her some tidings bore : ' 

The good eztoird — the worse dissembled.^- 
And ever at the good sj^e wept ; 

And ever at the doubtful trembled* 
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And what withm that chamSer passV}! 
What meai]p,,what mysteries did Ihls dull 
Of that most cunning leech devise? 

The Brothers' fate was on a cast ! . 
But what the hazarfl of the dies t 

Alas ! thmjs. a secret still ! 
Would, my fair public, that onr verse — ^ 
That art's arcanum could rthearse ; 
But none might inj||^ ciiamber venture 
(Those doctors are such Turksif to enter— 
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Save only Hodges ; and they set 

On him the muzzle of a vow ; 
And, tho' the 4huig is over — ^yet 

The honest rascal keeps it now. 

Whether hy aught else than the knife, 

The attempt was made their hond to sever ; 
Or, to what point the thread of life 

Was, trembling, strained at the endeavour ;— 
Or when they waked, or when they knew* 

Or how they bore that operation, 
I might invent, htH mar the true 

And homely course of this narration* 

'T was kept so close, you might have thought 

A king himself was undergoing it. 
And that the puzzled doctors songht 

To charm the prying world from knowing it 

As once, the date *s not far behind, sir. 
They play'd the game of Mum at Windsor ; 
And called diseaBc's every harassment— 
Pohtely flattering Death — ** Embarrassment !" 
As if plain language might <^xasp- 

Erate the fates, soft phrases wreathing ; 
And, when the patient scarce could gasp. 

We heard of " Want of ease in breathing !" 

'- Nor can I tell how long a spacft' 
Time ran of his untiring race 

Before the deed was done : — 
But this I 've heard, that not one shriek. 
Or cry, did from jhat chamber break, 

No— Hiot one stifled groan — 
Save only once — ^when suddenly 
There came a sharp and startling cry. 
So wildly, strangely, forth it rang 

That you could scarcely deem 



• n.] THE suxniflus twdib. S19< 

From any mortal breast it sprang ; 

But rather might it seem 
As if the demon who had knit • • 

That strange and preternatural tie, 
And did, unseen and brooding, sit 

0*er their enwoven destiny — , 

Dislodged, and bafHed in his spell, 
Had fled their doom in that wild yell* 

Draw up the curtain ! — a faint gloom 
Broods quivering o'er the half-lit room, 
(Like a bird's unsteady wing ' ^ 
To and fro when wavering). 
Save where the sunlight broadens o'er 
One long track trembling on the floor. 
There, with the smile of triumph stands 

The leech, and whispers his assistants ; 
While the good Hodges rubs his hands. 

And, whimpering, chuckles at a distance. 
And all alone against the wall 

LeanM Chang — and joy — albeit a grave 
And thoughtful joy — was stamp'd on all 

His dusky lineaments^ and gave , 

A musing brightness to his gaze ; 

Spellbound, where thro- the lattice fall 
The living and the laughing rays. 
As if his heart was whispering — ^'* Free 

^ In future, like4hose roving beams, * « 

**'T is thine to wai^der, and to see 

** If life ai^;love reflect thy dreams. 
^ Thou 'st joined thy race, and all befiwy thee 

^ Lie the untrodden paths of earth ! 
^ Gone is the curse thy mother bore thee ; 

** Thou wakesi to a second birth !** 

But on the couch lay Ching, and fixed 
.His gaze upon his brother's face ; 
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And •oftness there with sorrow mixed, , 

And restleis wonder yon might trac^; 
As if hb bosom felt a pain, 

That bonds so long — so close-T-shovM cease, 
And felt, in freedom from the chain, 

The sl^j^eness — more than the release. 
And once, when lie beheld a smile 

Break o'er Chang's lip, he bo^pred his head, 
And tears came in his eyes di# while 

** Art thou so joyful then?*' }^ said. ^ 

And the long bond was broken there ! 

Apart were thole, who from their birth 
Had grown together — doomed to bear. 

As with one breast, the storms of earthy 
Yet ever differing, and disjoined 

By wilder storms within :— and now 
Reborn, — and with their common kind 
Made as their fellows — shall they find — 

Ah ! shall they find below 
The power to gather from the crew 
Of Tulgar thought, their hoard? — -the boast 
To be apart from earth ?^-aboye 

Earth's tribes, and in themselves contain 
(Minioned to none) hope-— commime — love 

The source of pleasure and of pain ? 

Shall they find these ? Or shall they rae, 
Too late, what Liberty hath cost — 

The All that careless cMdhood knew, 
And pming Manhood lost ? 

Ah ! conld we dream, when once possess'd 
Of one devoted tender breast, 
How chang'd — how desolate and drear, 
Without it, would the world appear. 
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With what a different watch and ward 
We should the lonely treasure gui^q^ 
How br^^hiessi^— how deeply prizo 
What life-r— (Hied lo^t — no more supplies! 

The Twins are left — the leech's fiat, ;« 

Unbroken loneliness and quiet : 

Oh I what a weary knoll Uiat phrase 

To Thee condefaaed in pain to pine, 
And watch th' all-else-rejoicing rays 

That through tHy darkened casements shine ! 
To count the moments creep— how slowly 

To see the Insect on the wi|l^ ; 
In the ^lad air and sunlight holy, 

TO' hear the merry throstle sing I 
To mark, without, all Earth overflow 

With lusty life, exulting, flushing ! 
Then turn within f Ajf^heart, and know 

The Golden Fountain from thee gushing. 

Ev'n as a stream whose water strays 
To some new channel gliding nigh. 
And, drop by drop, the spring decays 

Until its very heart be dry ! 
While o*er it fall the same sweet dews. 

While round it creeps the same soft aify 
Earth in the same delicious hues, 

And life — as if thy life — ^were there ! 
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CHAPTER in. 

[Chang aioMy upon a hiU commanding a wide and ««- 
rious" prospect. The River flotoing immediatdy he* 
neath. Time^ Noon.'\ 

**Ha ! ha ! roll on, thon glorious Wave 1 

** Sing out, thoa fresh and nurthfiil Air ! 
** Joy 1 joy ! my free heart now can brare 

** Your taunts *t was madness once to bear f 
''The wild voice of your liberty 

**Can mock my sidlen soul no more ! 
**-*How bright are ye, sweet Earth and ftf, 

** That were so dsuii before ! 

\M0ii4ming ttwtty a herd of cottlt thai 
approach towards him gf^unag*i 
**Away! away! my heart is coy ; « ^ 

^ Nature is now my Empbre ! None 
** Shall share awhile my n^w-found throne 1 

^Ha! ha! the joy — th^ bounding joy 
^ To be alone— >AL(Hfs !^ * 



And on he sped— and, aye, his tread 
Was light as if his heart was there ! 

And his path beside the River's tide 
Danced featly to tlie loping Air. 

From the herbage young* the laverodL 
And the bird with the jetty wing 

That flieth low by the copse— als6 ^^ 
Sang its hynn to the loving Sprmg f 



* ** Asi mM m 'HkHi a» ytHff froMj 
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' And the Sun shone bright — and the happy lig^t 
On the greenwood glade was quivering. 
While the birds in and out the boughs about 
Made the deft leaves softly shivering. 

Delight was mirrored on the Earth, 

The very clouds were gay ; 
Time at the Spring that saw his birth. 

Gives all the world a holyday I 

He came unto a silent pool, 

Smooth i^y the wave scarce rippleing^. 
For trees around the margent cool 

Had dull'd the light wind^s crisping wing. 
Silent he stood, and gazed upon 
His image in the water shown, 
Aroynd his form his glad hands passing. 
That form alone the clear wave glassing. 
Then his lips moved, but witiiout speakmg. 
Smiles only round them mutely breaking ; 
« And up to the delicious skies 
He raided the deep joy of his eyes. 

The fish were glancing through the tide. 

The fairy birds rejoidiig by, 
Save these — and God — were none beside 

The witness of his ecstasy I 

And there for hours he staid, until 
Day died along the western hill ; 
And slowly then he homeward went, 

And o'er his face a graver thought 
Had fallen like a veil ; he bent 

His eyes Hipon the earth, nor sought 
^ Round, as before, each thing most Sar 
The rapture of his socd to share. 
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From Truth, how blest soever, flown, 

His heart is now on visions dwelling, 
That love no more a mock to own 

He dreams to Mary he is teUiyg. 

Poor youth ! — what thoughts — ^what hopes are his ! 

And coloured by the present mood 
The future glows ; and on its bliss 

No fear — no doubt intrude. 

Mary his own, through life to roam. 

Her smile his star, her breast his home ; 

That single hope in every shade 

Or wave of thought reflected play'd. 

Nor marvel that no fear disturbed 

Joy*s free delight but just uncurbed ; 

That form and face so rude should deem 

That I^ve could yet the moidd beseem : 

And bid that love round one so fair 

Entwine its links, and not despair ! 

So loathly had his fancy shaped " \ * 

That bondage but so lately 'scaped ; 

So there had every thought of shame 

On self-abasement found a name ; 

That that One sense of degradation 

Had merged each less humiliation. 

And well we may conceive he ne'er 

Remarked aught odious or unseemly 
In features aU his nation share. 

And think — so Crauford says— extremely 
Handsome : worse errors here have root, 1 
Have heard such Gorgons praised for beauty I 
(For everywhere our lawless taste 
The strangest monsters hath embraced ; 
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Bat lliis ^t useleas to repeat is ; 
Just get my learned namesake's treatise.*) 

And, after all, there are some hours 

When ercty thought comes clothed in flowei*. 

When naught *8 too bright for us to share, 

Nor aught t04) high for Hope to dare ; 

When the veins seem to bound a flood 

More nimble than the wonted blood ; 

SMp ether, whose quick spirit bears 

A. sort of kindred with Heaven's airs, 

And if mix'd with augin^x^f Earth 

Refines it with a subtle mirth. 

Hours when the heart leaps out beyond 

The thought — the mere thought^to despond. 

When the smooth Judgment piieth schemes 

That mock the laggard Fancy's dreams. 

Hours in which those high plans that leave 

Our very Race below we weave. 

Hours that have leap'd at once to glory ; 

Hours that have given more names to story 

Than ages of the life we plod 

(The bright spark dormant in the clod) ; 

When only Ice and Prudence rule us, 

Or Folly must be tamed to fool us ; 

When with a solemn brow we chide 

The daring thoughts would upward glide ; 

Creep careful on — afraid of falling — 

And laud ** the common sense" of crawling ! 

Yet Disappointment hath a keen 
And serpent tooth. And oft, m^inks, 

T were better if no Hope had been. 
So had we 'scaped the gallmg links 
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By which, when Hope expires, we haiRO 
A deathless bondage to her grave ! 

Now let us for awhile transport^ 
Oilrselves into a quiet chamber J" 

Within the Brothers' cot ; you see 
Thickly around the casement clamber 
The woodbine^s emecald leaves, that couxl 

The painted sunfly and the bee« 



»»-< 



The lattice reached the mossy sward^ 
Rich with the cowslip's gMden hoard ; 
And that loved Flower which Poets say 
Laughs up — the glad " Eyes of the Day*" 
And now, in Eve^s embrace reposing, 
Its drowsy lids is whitely closing. 

Within that chamber there are those 
Whom Nature rules, no less than o'er 

The flowers and herbs around ; the rose 
Bares to the Day her heart's rich core; 

So Beauty melloweth unto one ; 

Sov the heart opens to its sun ! 

By Mary's ^ide, her hand in his, 

Her lover kneeleth, 
And from that hand his truant kiss 

Still to her ripe* cheek stealeth ; 
But sorrow pales its wonted hue, 

She feels not now the thrill, 
The glow — xbM: rouse and yet subdae ;— ^ 

Her heart Hits mute and chilk . 
And he— ev'n he — the while he sought 

Her grief to comfort or to chide, 
Ev'n he felt one o'erpowering thought 
, Of anguish stifle aU beside, 

L 
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^Be soothed,** he said ; ** we part — ^but yet 

** One hope our severed souls will cheery 
** And all the past we most regret, 

^ Shall .chase away the fiiture fear. 
** Oh ! while in distant lands I toil 

** For wealth, thy Sire's consent to buy, 
** Thy thoughts, like dew, shall bless the soil, 

** Thy love, like stars, smile from the sky. 
. *• And never, love, believe me, never 

** Did those who through all changes bore 
^ The heart unchanging Fate so sever 

^ But that they met — we *11 meet once more ! 
** I do not say be true to nie, 

** I know that deep and tender heart ! 
** I only tell thee-^' Live to see 

"How lov'd — how truly lov'd -:-tA<ni art!* 
^ Ah ! what are years to ^ose whose thought 

" Can bear them o'er the gulf of space ? 
«♦ By grief itself my soul hath bought 

" The right to fly to thine embrace ! 
« " Methinks, if when once more we meet, 

" The form be bowed, the locks be thhi ; 
*• *T is but thy welcome eyes to greet, 

" To light Youth's lamp once more within ! 
** Age is not made for us ! — ^No ! all , 

" The Past defies its withermg breath ! 
•* The snows of Time on Love may faU, 

" And only warm the soil beneath. 
*• Well, weep, — weep on ! for hearts like ours 

" Methinks 't is sometimes wise to weep ! 
*• For if our love had flowed o'er flowers, 

" It ne'er had been a stream so deep ! 

*• If Joy the fancy most beguiles, 
^ T is Grief that to the heart endean ; 
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** Oh ! slight the love which springs from smileSt 
^ To that which has been nurs'd in teais f* 

He ceas'd — for many feelings rushed 
Upon him, and all language hushed 
O'er his hands his face he bent, 

And his breast heaved thick and high ; 
But not a aound from Jiis closed lips w^nt. 

His thoughts warred* silently. 

But Mary o^er him bowed her fond 
And anxioiis eyes, that ceased to weep: 

When those she loves she sees despond, 
A woman's sorrow glides to sleep ; 

She shames the grief s.o lately bartd^ 

And comforts where she just despaired, 

** Thou speakest well," she answered, placing 

On his her wan and trembling hand ; 
** And henceforth every dark thought chasing 

** The Seraph Hope, we will withstand. 
^ I often think, that breasts may be 

•♦ In absence only more allied : 
«* A moment's thought estranged from thee* 

** Were nothing, wert thou by my side ; 
** And I have vexed thee — to my shame, 

" When thou wert by, and I was gay, 
** But, oh ! the least look thou couldst blame 

** I could not look — and thou away I 
.••And iif our love — ^ 

He lifts his eye 

Upon her worn and altered cheek \ 
And his words, fierce and suddenly, 

Upon her melting accents break; 

•* Our love ! oh, name it not ! — I feel 
M Now— now, how guilty I have been I 

L2 
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*• Why did I let my lips reveal 

** What should have preyed untold within? 
** Out love ! — my love hath blighted thee 

^ And thine ! — Oh, would that I could tear 
** Away that holy band, and be 

** The only victun to despair !" 

** Julian \^ Her voice's music trembling, 

Lulled his disturbed soul, 
As, thought in tenderness dissembling. 

Gently its whispers stole. 
" WYiBi ! wouldst thou change what now thou bearest, 

** Ne'er to have been beloved by me ! 
*' And think'st thou I would take the fairest 

" Lot, for one memory less of thee 1 
*' When the poor Indian boy to-day, 

*' Redeemed — regenerate — and released, 
*^ I saw bound fqrth upon his way, 

** On nature and glad thought to feast ; 
"When tlirough the happy fields he fled, 

" Until the distance barred my gaze, 
•' I sighed — nor shared his joy ; I said, 

" Alas, in vain his eye surveys 
" The beauty and the pomp — the springs 

" That well in glory o'er the earth I 
•• The tree that blooms — the bird that sings—- 

" The cloud^- the star — the solemn birih 
" Of eve — the hum — and stir of noon — 
, " The motes that dance for very mirth— 
*• The charmM face of the witched moon— - 

•* The mystery and the soul of things — 
** Touch but his outward sense, nor win 
** To the deep source entombed within— 
** Such as they are— not fellr— but viewed— 
** To the unwakened multitude ; 
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**Such as they are, to those who prove not 

" How life in life can centred be ; 
"Such as they are to those who love not ; 

And ere / loved,- they were to me ! 
*' For him, whate'er in this far land • 
" Breathes but one hope of love, is bann'd. 
" For him, no anxious eye that glasses, 
''What in the soul's dark ocean passes; 
" For him, no thought for ever tending 
'' His image — with his image blending, 
" Merging all life itself to be 
'' A shadow and a memory. 

*' For him, no glance that we have given, 
" For him, no feeling we have known — 

** True, that one curse is from him rival, 
** A worse is left— to be alone ! 

" Wouldst thoii not rather bear a wo 
" Far deeper than thou yet hast .proved ; 

" Than fee^ that Indian's joy — ^'-et know, 
" Like him, thou never couldst be loved V* 

Hark ! there went forth a groan ! 

By the lattice the boughs were stirr'd, 
And the heavy step on the threshold stone. 

Of a heavy heart was heard ! 

As a bolt that hath parted 

A tree in sunder ; 
M the sound they have started 

In fear and wonder. 

The one as for combat stands, ^ 

The other half turns in dying; 
The maid with her clasped hands. 

The lover with mien defying ! 
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A moment — all was still ! he passed 

Unto the casement, and uubarr*d : 
There the wan Moon, jost risen, cast 

A ghastly whiteness o'er the sward. 

And there-^i-full in that spectral gleaming, 
Around his dark rude features streaming — 
As some bronz'd image in a wood. 

Lifeless, but lifelike, which to see 

Gloom sternly out, and solemnly. 
Curdles the blood, — the Indian stood 
Erect and mute— his raven hair 

In the dead stillness all im waving ! 
And in his brow and lip, despair 

Her strange and dread defeature graving.. 
But in his. mien that Power of Awe, 

That hush'd nor conscious haughtiness—- 
Which human forms can only draw 

From grief's most desolate abySs. 
He spoke nor stirred; — nor even gazed. 
On him, who — shuddering and amazed. 
Wherefore he knew not, — ^now drew nigh. 

But when the maid, emboldened, pass'd 
Upon the sod — on her his eye 
Dark and dilatingly he cast« 

Oil, in the midnight's blackest hour. 

That look agam before ker grew ! 
Oft its intense and freezing power 

Curdled the daylight's brightest hue. 
The future ne'er could all control 

That vision from her haunted eyes.; 
It left a ghost upon her soul, 

Which Memory could not exorcise ! 
Nigh drew the lover — ^yet more nigh — 

When, slowly breaking from his trance,. 

The Indian with a quiet glance, 



And a gesture slow and high^ 
Waved hirn back uomiiiaiidi]i{;;ljr- 

Then still — do sio^e feeling spoken — 
That drear and awful pause unbroken. 
Where the Night her fortress kept 
O'er the trees that darkling slept, 
And the thickness of the shade . 
From all eyes a curtain made, i 

Whence the very stars were banished — ■ 
Like an evil dream he vanished ! 

When he went — they breathed more lig^t, 

And Julian's heart awoke. 
And he chid himself that so strange an awe. 
Had suffered the Indian to witlidraw 
Alone — and in the night ; . 

But a word to Mary there he spoke — 
He plunged the copse amid. 

He shouted out with a lusty cry. 
But the faintest trace from his gaze was hid, 

By the trees that bami'd the sky ; 
And his voice on the siillneBa vainly broke. 

Nor an echo gave back reply ! 
And all that night the boy returned not ; 

The morrow waned — he came not back; 
The next day pass'd — and still they learned not 

A single clew his fate to track. 

They sought to lure the brother's fear. 

By stories framed to guile his ear ; 

How Chang had been ordained to roam. 
To find new channels for the thought. 
Of late self-preying and o'erwrought ; 

But soon he would rcseek his home ; — 

Wistful, Ohing heard, and answered nauf^t : 



•^ 
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All the while their features eying« 
With a fix*d look, sharp arwl prying ; 
And, when he withdrew that look, 
Mutteringly his head he «hook, 
And his doubts but thinly shrouded 
With a restless brow, and clouded. 

On the fourth day came the two 
Letters that we place before ye,^ 

Which, perchance, suffice to show 
The last denouement of our story ! 

TO HODJGES. 

We meet no more ! — to other lands, 

But not my native land, I roam ! 
Something of memory makes me yet 

Unfit for home ! 
All that the stinted heart demands, 
Enough fpr nature's primal debt,' 
Nor more — I bear with me away. 
The happy may have many wants. 
But Misery is a sage, andseants 
Our natiure to the claims of clay : 
The rest is yours, and by each band 
Which your enwoven laws command. 
But,yr<ww you doth the bond require 
Consent to one — my last — desire. 
The last at least, confessed to you, 

Or heard within that happy^hore. 
To me, — ah, if to stiemory too ! 

A haunt no more ! 

Hear me ! — all earth — all eaniily life . 

Hath in it a mysterious gerb ! 
Where'er thou lopk'st, behold it yife ! 

It stirs the still heart of 1^ b»vb^ 
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In every breath of air it enters ; 
In every drop of dew it centres ; 
It glows upon you with the light ; 
Dreams thro' the quickening hush of night 7. 
No wave so deep but there it lurketh ; 
No clod so still but there it worketh ; 
Nerve to whate'er your, sense is seemg ; 
Heart to this Universal* Being ; * 
From whence — ^to which— the mighty iSood 
Of Things — to Nature's veins the blood — 
Arise^— return — involved — unsleeping — 
In one eternal orbit keeping ! 

^ What is this spirit ? — ^what this rife 
Essence ?— " The principle of life f 
So earth may call it — but above, 
Thy God and Nature's named it — lote ! 
Thou canst not mar it in the tree ! 

Thou canst not mar it in the flower I 
But o'er it, in the human breast, 

Thou hast a power t 
Yet use that fearful power, and see 

What fruit will spring from love suppressed !' 
Xhe Nature thoii hast wronged, will be 

In evil and in wrath redress'd ! 

Love checked — comes thought congealed and scfox ^ 
The pinched heart doth itself devour ; 
The blood groXvs sluggish ; and Desire 

Creeps into Envy ;^ — all beside 
Enjoy — and hate — nor hell hath ire 
Like that their joys in him inspire. 

To whom the joy 's denied ! 

Bar love — and ban the light and air ! 

Love shut from out. the unwholesome mindf 

L3 
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And the mind stagnates into night ! 
And all the blessings of our kind 
Flit o'er the vision, but to find 
The very senses dumb and blind ! 

AH savage climes confess this truth ! 
They war not with its voice ! — the youth> 
Singles the maid his heart prefers, 
And all that heart must gain is hers ! 
Gk> man ! — ^look round thy quiet home ! 

Go look upon thy child — 
If o'er that face a cloud hath come-w. 

Where once the sunshine smil'd ; — 
If in the cheeks' blent roses, grief 
Hath gnawed the damask from the leaf, 
If her lip tremble when she greets thee,. 
If her step falter when she meets thee,, 
n*, when you speak of joy, her cold 
And calm look mock the smile of eld,. 
If others' wo and others' weal 
Less than she felt she seem to feel. 
If virtue^ s praise^ which once her eye 
Flash'd when she heard — fall heedlessly 
Upon her shut and deafened heart— - 
If sorrow scarcely s^em to sting,. 

So buried is the dart. 
If only when you touch one string. 

To life the senses start — 
Then tremble your own work to see ! 

Tremble to think one human will. 
Can o'er another's bliss or bane. 

Hold such o'er whelming destiny !. 
Tremble to think not only pain. 
And wo, and death — you can ordain 
To your own flesh ; but, darker still. 
The change from heavenly thought to ill T. 



GttAJP. m.] THE 8UXKSB TWINS. SW 

From the warm heart and genial feeling, ^ 

To the shut breast condensed, congealing ! 

From the pure stream whose waters langh'd 

Jay — freshness — ^health — around to waft. 

To that all lockM and lifeless ice. 

The veriest element of vice ! ^ 

€ro — fall upon thy daughter's neck. 

And thank Heaven's mercy that the wrecL 

Is not yet wholly done ! 
Rejoice, that yet ''t \& thine to make 

Her life as lovely as it seemed, 
When first Emotion learned to take 

The hues that Fancy dreamed. 
€ro ! — seek for him whose love hath won 

The heart, that ihaa alone canst bless, 
€ro — glad this desert earth has one, 
When thou her sire from earth art gone, 

To make thy daughter's happiness ! 
And that what sternness marred before,. 
^T is given to Mercy to restore I 

I know in your — a* every— climCy 
Wealth's want is deemed the sternest crimer 
I know, and have for this provided — 

The gold I leave to thee is thine, ^ ' 

That those twin souls its lack divided; 

Its gain may let thee join ! 
This is the compact ! — if the moon. 

Ere thrice it wanes their bridal, see, 

Then thine the precious dust will be. 
To thee, not them, the glittering boon ;. 
Because I know this yellow spell 

Works with a twofold miracle. v 

Reject or grasp it, still it rules, ^ 

If woa'd by knaves or spumed by fools 1 
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To me H 18 maught — ^yet that refined 
Dim mist with which its shadows blind 
The imon of all mental eyes — 
Which ye — sweet Europe^s dupes — oall wise, 
Might make these lovers rather choose 
Hope, peace, life, soul itself to lose — 
Than bow the stiff-necked pride to take 
What I, without a sigh, forsake ! 

Out on your bow'd and narrow souls ! 
Ail — all alike one pest controls ! 
All, all alik^ — an equal price 

Set on the hackM and jaundiced drudge ! 
Yea ! ev'n the few who scorn the vice, 

The virtue in another grudge ! 
Believe that none beside can spurn 
The slave whose lies a babe might learn, 
That,' like your own, earth's every race 
Their hands as cramp'd— their hearts as base ! 

Farewell ! — ^my latest words are spoken ! 

Methinks not wholly vain or wild — 
Is not thine ice of purpose broken ? 

And thy heart gushing to thy child ? 

Farewell ! and of me while her joy run riot, 

Do not one whisper tell ! 
But some time hence, when the joy grow quiet. 

Tell her — I loved her well ! 

When on her breast, to the stranger yearning. 

Her firstborn child you see. 
With a face from the pride of the father turning. 

Give it one kiss from me ! 

If you hear that breast which my mem'ry inherits. 

Ask where the wanderer roam — 
Say — ^he walks on to the dim land of Spirits — 

Soon may he find his home ! 
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TO CHIN6. 

My brother ! — yes^ those letters seem 

As sweet as in our early years ! 
And like a dark unliving dream 

Just fled — the later past appears ! 
Each thought that shall thy name recall. 

Must link remembrance with regret, 
But thou, I know, wilt pardon all 

The madness I may not forget ! 
That hour — that scene — that solitude — 

The horror of that' silent wood— 
They haunt — they crowd around me still ! 

When the fell spirit urged me on, 
And that dread deed thy blood will thrill 

If I but name — was all but done ! 
And thou — ev'n as I write, my heart 

What sofl^ what melting memories move ! 
Thy soothing words — tliy gentle art — • 

Thy pitying and thy noble love ! 
And in that love thy breast was bared. 
And the love conquered, and I knew 
My curse — ^my phrensy was. not shared, i 

Nor thou her madd'ning vassal too ! 
And as I knew — the demon spell 

Forsook my soul, and from my eyea 
The shadow and the falsehood fell ! 

Ah ! even now Remembrance flies 
Back to that hour, when on thy breast 
The curse long-hidden was confessed. 
And something of thy nature crept 

Into my own ; and seemed to win me 
To gentler thought ; — and, as I wept. 

The unwonted Angel stirr'd within me I 
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And my whole soul had then been changed, 

Had not the monarch-passion cast 
Its sorcery ^Well ! thou art avenged. 

And that — ^yea ! that is past I 

I look into my soul, where late 
So wildly and so darkly whirPd 

The roar of many waves ! — and hushM,. 

And blank— and mute — and desolate 
The space is left — the Storm hath furPd 
His pinions, — and the waves have rush'd 
Back from the hollow depths — ^no wind. 

No ! not a soilnd the silence breaks ! 
Thought calls within the ruined Mind, 

And not an echo wakes ! 

And now alone, and as a dream. 
1 pass away f 
Cities and Pomp, and all that fire 
The daring, or Uie vain desire 
Delight no more ! — the shadows curPd 
Around the far ends of the world, 
Where human steps have rarely trod, 
Tet virgin with the breath of God^. 
As when, if true the Hebrew theme,. 
H« called them into day ; 
These henceforth shall my haunts become! 
And, o*er the deep void of my breast 
The Solitude of Awe shall rest» 
And Silence be my Home! 

But thoii, when I am seen no more. 
Wilt often think of me with kindness — 

And not repent thy love that bore 
Sa well su brother's guilty blindness*. 
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Tes ! — thou wilt think of all that burned 
Within me, ere to crime it turned, 
The passions long concealed — ^restrained, 
Until the cloud the thunder gained, 
And^ from the gloom, so stilly nurs'd, 
The phrensy of the tempest burst ! 
Thou 'It think of all that tempted ; — all 

My soul resisted and overcame ! 
And what thy reason guilt may call 

Thy heart will give a. gentler name ! 

May THEY — how called soever — ^whose sway 
We feel — we trace not — but obey: 
As with a led and hooded will, 

We walk in sorrow, and in strife. 
And — Heaven's deluded fools — fulfil- 

The curse which man calls life !— f- 

May THEY — ^n^ brother — ^pitjring light thee 

To blessings Reason fails to see. 
And may their heavenly, love requite thee . 

For what thy love has borne from me ["• 



And thus the words that in the fane 

Afar — the Brothers' hearts had thrilled 
Seemed not so wholly false and vain. 

But that their shadows were fulfilled^ 
The Bark, that on the fitful wave,. 
The Star that peril'd served: to save^ 
Is moojg'd in the calm of its haven-rest. 
But the Stream' rolls- on with a lonely breast. 

Many moons have shone and waned,. 
And his bride hath Julian gained ;, 
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And for once the dream of youtih 
Hath paled before a brighter truth — 
And on their brows, and in their eyes, 

Ton read the fiihiess of content, 
And see that not a rapture dies. 

But peace becomes its monument. 

And glad and lovely is their home — 

You cannot breathe its very air» 
But what your spirit feels as some 

Diviner angel lingered there. 

They learn that God no scanty worth 

Hath placed — if rightly sought — below ;— ^ 
And own the kind heart of the earth. 

Hives more of solace than of wo. 
Misfortune, and our human cares. 

They feel as Nature feels, but quail not ; 
The eye that soothes — the heart that shares, 

And Hope, and God, ^are friends that fail not 
Well !— and the Father ? — Oh ! he sees 

Their happiness, and sees it sharing, 
F6r joys but rarely fail to please. 

That we believe our own preparing. 
The homes we build we take a pride in,, 
Although for others to reside in. 
Moreover, as no small addition to 

His better causes to. rejoice — 
The good man's laudable ambition too 

Has just been flattered in his choice. 
It never rains but it must pour, 

(Old proverbs all allow the pith in) — 
And Luck, when once she sends a shower^ 

Rains down upon us like St. Swithin* 
So Julian has, by a relation. 

Been lefl; a legacy not small 



» 
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(And, by-the-by, poor Chang's donation 

Lies, still untouched, with Messrs. Call ; 
For Julian, when he came to learn it, 
Persuaded Hodges to return it}. 
Moreover in the late election 
He won a certain Burgh's affection. 
Dined — drank— made love to wife and daughter. 
Poured ale and money forth like water, 
And won St. Stephen's Hall, to hear 
' This parliament may last a year !' 

The sire's delight you '11 fancy fully — 
He thinks he sees a second Tully ; 
And gravely says he will dispense 

With Fox's force, and Brinsley's wit. 
So that our member boast the sense 

Of that great statesman — Pilot Pitt ! 
For me, my hope lies somewhat deeper : 
We '11 now, they say, be governed cheaper I 
So, Julian, pour your wrath on robbing, 
And keep a .oareful eye on jobbing. 
If you should waver in your choice. 
To whom to pledge your vote and voice. 
You'll waver only — we presume — 
Between an Althorpe and a Hume. 
But mind — one vote— o'er all you hold,. 
And let the Ballot conquer Gold. 
Do n't utterly forget those asses, — 
Ridden so long — the lower classes ; 
But waking from sublimer visions. 
Just see, poor things ! to their provisions. 
Let them for cheap bread be your debtor, 
Cheap Justice, too— that 's almost better — 
And, tliough not bound to either College, 
Do n't clap a turnpike on cheap knowledge. 
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For wall said Prussia's sceptred sage,* 
Bjiaves less than fools corrupt the age ; 
The errors and the ills^ of states 
Vice moulds, but Ignorance first creates. 
And ne'er forget this simple rule, boy, 
Time is an everlasting schoolboy, 
And as his trousers he outgrows. 
Be decent, nor begrudge him- clothes, — 
Sure that at least his education 
Will make your kindness reparation ; 
For can he fail to grow acuter. 
With watchful Providence his Tutor 1 

In these advices towards your policy. 
Many, dear Julian, will but folly see; 
Yet what I preach to you to act is 
But what had beenyour author's practice. 
Had the Mercurial Star that beams 
Upon elections blessM his dreams, 

Had but we ripen with del ay. 

And every dog shall have his day ! 

And Ching ? — ^Poor fellow !-^Ching can never 

His former spirits quite recover; 
Yet he 's agreeable as ever. 

And plays the C k as a lover. 

In every place he 's^ vastly f^ted^ 

His name 's in every Lady's book ; 
And as a wit I hear he 's rated 

Between the Rogers and the Hook. 

* Frederic the Great— the posthumous -Essay on^ Forms of Gk>T8nim«nt.' 
His words are — '' In oor times Ignorance commits more fhults than Vice.* 
The admirable pedantries of the Emperor Jalian excepted, the whole of this 
essay makes perhaps the most enlightened sketch on matters of reaaooing^wet 
traced by a royal pen. 
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But Chang ?— of him was known no more, 
Since, Gorsairlike, he left the shore. 
Wrapp'd round his fate the cloud unbroken, 
Will yield our guess nor clew nor token. 
He runs uns^n his lonely race, 

And if the mystery e'er unravels 
The web around the wanderer's trace — 

I fear we scarce could print his travels. 
Since Tourists everjrwhere have flock'd. 
The market 's rather overstock'd — 
And so we leave the lands that need 'em, 

Throughout this " dark terrestrial baU,!* 
To be well visited by Freedom,; — 

And slightly nibUed at by HaU I - 
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Thb tale is done— die dream — ttie gloiy— 
The smile — ^hath faded with the story. 
Rowid my hushed chamber rolls, in loud 
And troublous tides, the stormy crowd }— • 
Forth from his dim, unstarred abode 
,^The Unknown Spirit sweeps abroad ; — 
Lone on their clouded eyries cower 
The Eagles of Imperial Power ; — 
/La with some new portentous birth, 
Travails the mighty womb of Earth ;— • 
The herds of men walk wistful ; Rest 
And Home's calm gladness shun the breast ; 
^¥here Influence hath not grown Offence, 
Broods — mute and hundred-eyed— Suspense ;— - 
Awed and awaked we hold our breath. 
And nurse a dread like that of death ! 
This not the hour in which the art 
Of Song glides dreamlike to the heart. 
"This not the hour when Satire's sage 
And tranquil scorn arrests the age ; 
I^en pluck no flowers on Danger's brink, 
^or — ^ripe for action — ^pause to think 
£y'n now a shame that in this rhyme 
I^y soul hath dallied with the. time, 
Steals o'er me : — and methinks I greet- 
Not mourn — ^the silence it will meet 
\fit in a calm, nor boding day, 
Thou first was breathed to life, my lay ! 
And Beauty smiled upon tliy birth. 
And Learning's lips foretold thee—- worth ; 



^ 
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And all that seemed thy course f oppose 
Thy failings — and thy father's foes. 
But brave thy doom as I have braved. 
When prudence failed, but daring saved ; 
Thou canst but bear what I have bome^ 
Till Time hath conquered even Scorn ; 
The foeman's hate^ the friend's neglect, 
And Hope, the bankrupt's galley, 's wreek'd 
. Bat still the heart ^ bears up and steers 
Right onward," thro' life's solemn sea ;«— 
Perchance, my lay, the future years 

Thy recompense and mine may be. 4 

As waters glass a distant «tar. 
We woo some light from Heavens afar, 
And, imaged in our soul, we dream. 
The wave that gains, arrests the beam: 
Hushed in a false content we stray. 
And glide — perchance to gloom — away 1 
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ADVERTISEMENT 

TO 

tHE POEM OF "MILTON.'' 



A GONstDSRABLE part of this poem was written some 
years ago at college ; the plan of it is now altered, and 
the additions I have inserted may, perhaps, procure 
some indulgence for the tameness or the faults of the 
earlier portion. The first part of the poem is founded 
upon the well-known, though ill-authenticated, tradition 
of the Italian lady seeing Milton asleep under a tree, 
and leaving some verses beside him, descriptive of her 
admiration of his beauty. Taking full advantage of 
this legend, and combining with it the fact that Milton 
appears — ^if his verses, especially those in the Italian 
language, are foipded on truth — ^not altogether to have 
escaped, in his tour through Italy, the master-passion,* 
I have suffered it to impart somewhat of romance and 
somewhat of a tale to a > poem originally, and still 
chiefly, intended as a sketch of the most celebrated of 
English poets, in the three great divisions of life — > 
Youth, Manhood, and Age. Aware how sacred and 
solemn^ is all connected with the Great Poet, I have 
endeavoured to touch upon so difficult a subject with 
all delicacy and all reverence. Perhaps there exists 

* Hayley, indeed, in that most andacioiu piece of biognq>hy, tbe " Life of r 
Ifilton,** in -whicb he has iaksa almost as mncli Uoenve witb flu«, as I, with 
awe at my own temerity, liaye done nnder the sancticm of verse, speaks thus 
oo m pos e ffly on the subject^— "It was at the concerts of the Cardinal that he 
was captiyated by the charms of Leonora Baroni, whose extraordinary mosioal 
powers he fias oeletwated in Latin verse, and whom he is supposed to havs 
addressed <u a lover in his Italian poetry, Ac." i 
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no other name in the records of literature, in which 
the same poetical license, if taken on the same'gToands, 
would be considered by any one as too large an ex- 
tension of privilege.' ^ But here — ^I confess with will- 
ingness my fear — that I may have erred by suffering 
the smallest mixture of fancy with truth. I have not 
done so, however, from an unthinking rashness, or 
without all due and respectful care, ^d if it should 
seem to the well-judging that I have erred, the error 
(should a second edition ever grant me the opportunity) 
shall be expunged. The nature of my undertaking has 
obliged me to give the poem in the shape of fragments; 
and it may be as well to add, that the poem, in its ori' 
ginal statei was privately printed some years ago at 
Paris, though scarcely thirty copies have ever left my 
hands, and only a hundred were printed. 
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Bacli sights as youthftd poets dream 
On summet- eves by haimted stream. 

L'ALLBGftOi line ISOi 

I. 

It was the minstrel's merry month of Junet 
Silent and sultry glowed the breezeless noon ; 
Along the flowers the bee went murmuring ; 
Life in its myriad forms was on the wing, 
Broke thro' the green leaves with the quivering beam ; 
Sung from the grove, and sparkled on the stream : 
When — where yon beech-tree broke the summer ray- 
Wrapt in rich dreams of light — ^young Milton lay» 
For him the earth beneath, the heaven above, 
Teem'd with the earliest spring erf joyous youth ; 
Sunshine and flowers — and vague apd virgin Love, 
Kindling his tenderest visions into truth. 
While Poesy's sweet voice sung over all, 
Making the common air most musical, 

n. 

Alone he lay, and to the laughing beams 
His long locks glitter'd in then* golden streams ; 
Calm on his brow sat wisdom — ^yet Ae while 
His lips wore love, and parted with a smile : 
And beauty reig[ned along each faultless limb— 
The lavish beauty of the olden day, 
Ere with harsh toil our mortal mould grew dim- 
When gods Y^ho sought for true-love met him herei ^ 
And the veil'd Dian lost her lonely spliere--^ 
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And her proud name of chaste, for him whose sleep 
Drank in Elysium on the Latmos steep. 
Nor without solemn dream, or vision bright, 
The bard for whom Urania left the shore — 
The viewless shore whc^re never sleeps the light, 
Or fails the voice of music ; and bequeathe 
Such flowers as ne'er by Thracian well were wreath'd— 
And song more high than e*er on Chian Rock was 

breathVI. 
Dreams he of nymph half-hid in sparry cave, 
Or Naiad rising from her mooned wave. 
Or imagM idol earth has never known, 
ShrinM in his heart, and there adored alone ; 
Or such, perchance, as all cUvinely stole. 
In later times, along his charmed soul ; 
When from his spirit's fire, and years beguil'd 
Away in hoarded passion — and the wild, 
Yet holy dreams of angel-visitings, 
Mix'd with the mortal's burning thoughts which leave 
Ev'n heaven's pure shapes with all the woman warm; 
When from such bright and blest imaginings 
The inspiring seraph bade hun mould the form. 
And show the world the wonder— of his Eve ? 

HI. 

Has this duH earth a being to compare 

With those which genius kindles ? — Can the sun 

Show his yoimg bard a living shape as fair 

As those which haunt his sleep ? — Yea, there is one. 

Brighter than aught which fancy forms, most dear — 

Brighter than love's wild dream ; and lo ! behold her here 1 

She was a stranger from the southern sky, 

And wandering froiji the friends with whom she rov'd 

Along those classic gardens — chanced to stray 

By the ^een beech-tree where the ininstrel lay. 

IV. 

Silent— in wonder's speechless trance — ^she stood 
With lifted hand, and lips apart — and eye 
Gazing away the rich heart as she viewed ; 
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Darker than night her locks feU dustering 

O'er her smoow broWf and the sweet Air just moved 

Their finelike beauty with his gentle wing; 

The earliest bloom of youth's Idalian rose 

Blush'd thro' the Tuscan olive of her cheek— 

(So thro' the lightest clouds does morning break)'— 

And there shone forth that hallowing soul which glows 

Round beauty, like the circling light on high. 

Which decks and makes the glory of the sky. 

Breathless and motionless she stood awhile, 

And drank deep draughts of passion; — then a smile 

Play'd on her Up— rand bendmg down, her hand ■[ 

Trac'd on her tablet the wild thoughts which stole, 

Like angel-strangers, o'er her raptur'd soul ; 

For she was of the poet's golden land. 

Where thought finds happiest voice, and glides along 

Into the silver rivers of sweet song. 

V. 

O'er him she lean'd enamour'd, and her sigh 

Breath'd near and nearer to his silent mouth. 

Rich with the hoarded odours of the south. 

So m her spiritual divinity 

Young Psyche stood the sleeping Eros by; — * 

What time she to the couch had, daring, trod 

And — ^by the glad lightf — seen her bridegroom god ! 

Did her locks touch his cheek? or did he feel 

Her breath like music o'er his spirit steal? 

I know not — ^but the spell of sleep was broke ; 

He started — ^faintly murmur'd — and ^wokja ! 

He woke as Moslems wake from death, to see 

The Houris of their heaven; and reverently 

He look'd the transport of his soul's amaze : 

And their eyes met! — The deep-*deeplove suppress^ 

For years, and treasur'd in eat^i secret breast, 

Waken'd, and glow'd, and centred in their gaze. 

* In allusion to tbat most beailttAil of tbe ancient taleafi the irtoiy of 
Cnpid and FSyebe, in Apoleios. 

t It is said in tbe story, that tbe lamp itself partook of tbe serene gladnew 
on tbe cmmtenance of tbe god. 
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And their eyes met — one moment and no more I lie 

Nursed in bri^t dreams of old romantie lo|;e, (K 

Of eastern fairies gliding on the beam, Or 

Or Grecian goddess hawidng minstrers dream ; Tt 

He rose— and tho' no faintest voice might stir is 

His lips — ^he knelt adoringly to her, It 

And gazed his worship ; but the spell was past, I 

And Sie boy's gestm'e broke the breathless charm, I 

And maiden's shame, and woman's swifl alarm, }r^ 

Bmningly o'er the Italian's soul was rushing ; j^ 

And her lip trembled, and her pulse beat fast, |i* 

And with a thousand new-bom feelings blushing^- P 

She turned away; — and with a step' of air 1^ 

She fled, and left him mute and spellbound there** \, 

• •• • • •• |li 

• ••••#• ll 

VI. 

Time waned, and thoughts intense, and grave, and high, 

In that young minstrel mixed with softer dreams. 

Yet never vanished wholly from his eye 

The wandering star of love's Ausonian sky ; 

But aye and ever, in his memory ^ 

Set as a heaven, its lov'd and haunting beams 

Glass'd their dim beauty in his soul's deep sea. 

Time waned — and o'er his cheek the darkening hue * 

Of manhood settled — and the long desire 

Which he had nursed wiUiin him, till it grew 

A passion — ^to behold that heart of earth 

Yet trembling to the echoes of the Ijnre 

That Virgil woke, and Tasso strung anew. 

Became his guide ; — and for the shnne of Rome 

A pilgrim bound — ^he left his father's home. 

With a deep heart he drank the mighty lore 

That floateth o'er the saddened Clkie Of Song. 

Beheld the starry sage,t what time he bore. 

For Truth's dear glory, the immortal wrong ; 

*'nie whole of the abovo Hum make the paxt ot the poem flist writteik 
t In allMioa lo the story of Miltoa'a visit to Galileo. 
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Held no light commune with the master-minds 
Of that fast ripening day ; and all he saw, 
Or felt, or learned, or dream'd, were as the winds 
That swelled the sails of his majestic soul. 
As then — ev'n then — ^with ardour yet in awe 
It swept Time's ocean to its distant goal. 

vn. 

It was the evening-r-and a group were strewa 
0*er such a spot as ye, I ween, might see, 
'When basking in the Summer's breathless noon. 
With upward face beneath the murmuring tree ; 
Wliile in a vague and floating sleep arise 
Sweet shapes and fairy knolls to the half-conscious eyes. 
It was the evening — still it lay, and fair» 
LappM in the quiet of the lulling aiiv 
Still — but how happy ! like a Hving thing 
All love itself — all love around it seeing ; 
And drinking from the earth, as from a spring. 
The hush'd delight and essence of its being. 
And round the spot — a wall of glossy shade — 
The interlaced and bowering trees reposed ; 
And through the world of fojUage had been made 
Green lanes and vistas, which at length were closed 
By fount, or fane, or statue,^ white and hoar. 
Startling the heart with the fojad dreams of yore. 
And near, half-glancing through its veil of leaves, 
An antique temple stood in marble grace ; 
Where still, if fondly wise, the heart believes. 
Lingers the pining Spirit of the Plsyje. 
Seen wandering yet perchance at earliest dawn 
Or grayest eve- — ^with N3niiph or bearded Faun. 
Dainty with mosses was the grass you press'd, 
Through which the harmless lizard glancing crept 
And — wearied infants on Earth's gentle breast — 
In eveiy nook the little field-flowers slept. 
But ever when the soft air drew its breath 
(Breeze is a word too rude), with half-heard sigh^^ 
Frcmi orange shrubs and myrtles — ^wandereth 
Hie Orote's sweet spirit borne in fragrance by.. 

M3 
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And aye atl^wart the alleys fitfiillv I 

QlancM the ioad moth euamoured of the Star. I 

And aye, Ixom out her watch-tower in the tree, 
The music which a falling leaf might mar, 
So faint — s.o faery seemM it— of the bird 
Transformed at Daulis thnllingly was heard* 
And in the centre of that spot which lay 
A ring embosomed in the wood's embrace, 
A fountain clear as ever glass'd the day, 
Breathed yet a fresher luxury round the place ; 
But now it slept, as if its silver shower. 
And the wide reach of its aspiring sound, 
Were far too harsh for that transparent hour :-r- 
Yet — like a gnome that moumeth underground — 
You caught the murmur of the rill which gave 
The well's smooth calm the passion of its wave ; 
Like one who pours the thoughts that will not rest, 
Into the quiet of a loving breast* 

vin. 

And, group'd around the fountain o*er the green^ . 
Were Dames and Grants of a form that threw 
Naught meet to mar the spell — upon the scene. 
Such group — they were as old Boccacio drew ; 
Or fairest samples of some galliard throng. 
Bom to the zest of Chaucer's lusty song. 
The warm Sun's darling offspring— Wines and Fruit-- 
Were idly scattered o'er the sod — not there 
Forgot Italia's living voice — ^the Lute — 
And sweet, I ween, the whisper'd tones, the air 
Bore oidy to her ear for whom they bum'd ;— 
Ah, sound ! for which whoe'er hath loved — so oft hatb 
yeam'd. 

IX 

9ut mid that graceful meeting, there were none 

Who yielded not to him— ^at English guest. 

Nor bjr sweet lips half wooing to b^ won. 

Were witching words and brightest smiles suppressed: 



MILTON* i263 

Btanj eyes *^ rained influence'' round tile form 

re Beauty never set a nobler thrall 

leart or fancy — and the wild and warm 

ights of that sunny clime took wing^ and pour'd 

such verse as yet Time's cr3rpt hath stor'd. 

litde dream'd those flatterers as they gazed 

im — ^the radiant cynosure of all, 

1 on their eyes his youth's fresh glory blazed^ 

\ that bright heart was destined to befall ! 

worst of wars — the Battle of the Soil— 

h leaves but Crime unscath'd on either side ; 

daily fever, and the midnight toil \ 

hope defeated, and the name belied ^ 

h's fierce attack, and Slander's slower art, 

watchful viper of the evil tongue ; — 

sting which Pride defies — ^but not the heart— » 

Qoblest heart is aye the easiest wrung : 

[lowers, the fruit, the summer of rich life, 

on the sands and weariest paths of earth ; 

march — but not the action — of the strife 

3ut ; — and Sorrow coil'd arornid his hearth :. 

Qlm, the veil, the shadow, and the night,, 

I those eyes which now in all survey 

)ute and a rapture — the despite 

3rtune wreaked on his declining day j 

heap'd clouds labouring upward round his heart f 

little dream'd they this J^— or less what light 

Id from those clouds — a new-bom glory — start ; 

[rom the spot man's mystic Father trod, 

ing the round Earth with a solemn ray, 

its great shadow to the Throne of God ! 

X. 

festive rite was o'er — ^the group was gone, 
jtill our wanderer lingered there alone— 
"ound his eye, and in his heart, there lay 
tender speHs which cleave to solitude. 
» when some gay delight hath passed away* 
\ not a diarmed mining in his mood^ 
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A poesy of thought, which yearns to pour ^ 

Stm worship to the Spirit of the Hour ? 

Ah ! they who bodied into Deity 

The rosy Hours, I ween, did scarcely err. 

8weet Hours, ye have a life, and holily 

That life is worn ! and when no rude sounds stir 

The quiet of our hearts — ^we inly hear 

The hyinnlike music of your floating voice. 

Telling us mystic tidings of the sphere 

Wherein — ^in linked choirus — ^ye rejoice ; 

And filling us with calm and solemn thought. 

Diviner far than all our earth-bom lore hath taught. 

With folded arms and upward brow, he leant 

Against the pillar of a sleeping tree. 

When, hark ! the still boughs rustled, and there went 

A murmur and a sigh along the air, 

And a light footstep, like a melody. 

Passed by the flowers — ^he turned — What N3anph i? 

there 1 
What Nymph ! what Dryad from the green recess ! 
Emerging into beauty like a star ! — 
He gazed — sweet Heaven ! 'tis she wnose loveliness 
Had in liis England's gardens first (and far 
From these delicious groves) upon him beamed. 
And looked to life the wonders he had dreamed. 
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They met again and oft 1 what time the Star 
Of Hesperus hung his rosy lamp an high ; 
And the Witch Night shook from her solemn car 
A liquid magic o'er the breathless sky. 
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And Mystery o'er their lonely meeting threw 

A charm earth's common ties can ne'er hestow— 

Her name — her birth — ^her home he never knew ; 

And she — his love was all she sought to know. 

And when in anxious or in tender mood 

He prayed her to disclose at least her name, 

A. look from her the unwelcome prayer subdued ; 

So sad the cloud that o'er her features came : 

Her lip grew bl^nch'd, as with an ominous fear, 

And all her heart seem'd trembling in her tear. 

So worshipped he in silence and sweet wonder, 

The unknown Egeria of his haunted soul ;, 

And Hope — life's checkering moonlight — smiled 

asunder 
The doubts that cloudlike o'er him sought to roll. 
And thus his love grew daily, and perchance, 
Was all the stronger circled by romance. 
He found a name for her, if not her own. 
Haply as soft, and to her heart as dear — 
His life — ^his " Zoe" — Ah ! of all names, none 
Make so divine a music to the ear 
As that by lovers coin'd — the childlike art 
That breathes to vulgar words the fond thoughts of the 

heart ! 
Creep slowly on, thou gray and wizard Time — 
Thou gray and wizard Time, creep slowly on — 
Ev'n I would linger in my truant rhyme. 
Nor tell too soon how soon those hours were gone. 
Flowers bloom again — leaves glad once more the tree— 
jfoor life, there comes no second Spring to thee ! 
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Protiniis insoliti subienmt corda Airorea 
Uror amans intust, flammaque todis eiain. 

Interea misero que jam mihi sola placelwt 
A]>lata est oculis non redituia m^. 

BfiLT. Eli*. Vn. 

I. 

Fair Plato, in the garden of thy soul. 

The very weeds were lovelier than the flowers 

Which crown the toil of others ; the sweet showers 

That fed the tides — the golden tides — that roll 

Along the rich soil of thy reason, feU 

From Heaven ! — ^they bear the odour of their birtb, 

Where'er the waters that received them swell; 

Whether in glory o'er the sun-lit earth, 

Or whether murmuring thro' the mystic cell. 

Where the dim Error, like a moonbeam, calls 

Wild beauty from each fancy where it falls ; — 

They bear the odour, and the perfumes rise 

O'er the lull'd sense, and breathe soft whispenx^ of 

far skies ! 
F^ir Plato, when thy spirit dreamed that Fate 
Consigned our souls to this low-thoughted sphwe, 
Stored with vague memories of a former state. 
Which made our powers— our hopesr— our reason here ; 
So that whate'er we deem we learn is naught, 
Save dark revivals of some ^rgeous thou^t 
Bom in a nobler being ; — immt tibe lore 
Tinged by no glimmering from the land of Tru&T 
Qy:>e» not the heart recall, in passioui more 
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Than the Earth dreams of? — Do we not aspire ' 
In love to that which Life's love never knows ? 
What doth this trite world with the vague desire, 
The restless cravings, and the fruitless throes. 
The pining after shadows of our youth ? 
Why, when we love, does the high Heaven appear 
Nearer and lovelier, and all like a shore 
Trodden in childhood ; and the solemn sphere 
Which the -stars hallow, grow a lyre, whose notes 
Are like faint music, most beloved of yore ? 
Is it that love must be the memory least 
Forgotten in this exile, and, recalled* 
It brings a thousand images — like motes 
Dim — but yet bathed in sunlight — disenthralled 
Atoms from that bright being which has ceas'd? — 
Yes, fond Athenian, with thy maze of thought. 
Still will I deem one truth, at least, was blended, 
And the pure light thy wildest wanderings sought, 
Ne'er on a lovelier truth, I ween, descended ! 
Yes, tho' within the temple of the mind 
No brother Angel linger yet behind. 
Pining for brighter worlds, the exile Love 
Lifls from the shrine his homeward gaze above I 

The lovers met at twilight, and in stealth-^ 
Sweet Love, thou hast no magicf like concealing — 
And the rich hours Youth stealeth from old Tune, 
Become a world more precious for the stealing. 
Each hour but coffers joys — the real wealth 
Which life should gamer in its eager prime> 
Ere years exhaust the produce,"^ and the power 
To msdie the produce treasm-e — and we see 
The blast, wluch smites the glory from the flower. 
Chill into, rest the wanderings of the bee ! — 
They metr-the breathing love of that deep sky,. 
Which bask'd a%r waves where Naiads wont to bind 
" The loose train of their amber-dropping hair;" 
Or glanced thro' shades where whilom wandered by 
The leaf-crown'd Diyad, startling from &eir lair, 
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Satyr and piping Faun ; or eyed the lymph 

Of glassiest fountain ; while the dimpling wind 

Ne'er marred the mirror; and full many a Nymph 

Trooped thro' the greenwood with her hu^tres8-queen, 

And paus'd, and glanc'd around, and long'd to lave 

Her white limbs in the smooth and liquid sheen, 

Till where the murmuring branches veil'd the eye 

Of the enamoured sun, all timorously 

She gave her pomp of beauty to the wave ; — 

No, 3ie deep sky of Italy and Love, 

Never when god and goddess joy'd to stray 

By wood and wave — saw lovers from above 

More loving, and more worthy love, than they ! 

All Nature was a treasury, which their hearts 

Rifled and coin'd in passion; the soft. grass — 

The Bee's blue palace in the violet's bell — 

The sighing leaves, which, as the day departs, 

The light breeze stirreth with a gentle swell — 

The stiller boughs blent in one emerald mass. 

Whence, rarely floating the lull'd Eve along. 

Some wiseen Linnet sent its vesper song — 

All furnished them with images and words 

And thoughts which spoke not, but lay hush'd like 

pray'r — 
Their love made earth one melody, like birds. 
And call'd rich life from all things, like the air. 
What in that lovely climate doth the breast 
Interpret not into the lore of Love ? 
Who gazes ev'n upon the hues that rest. 
Bathing in sunlight o'er the pictured dream, 
To the false canvass conjured by sweet Claude, 
And feels not in his heart the pulses move 
As to a Syrian music ; till half-awed 
Ev'n by th' excess of luxury, and oppressed. 
And, as by spells Ogygian, all unmann'd 
Into one sense of rapture— he might deem 
fhe landscape breathing with one charm'd command — 
"Love, ye who gaze, — for this is Love — jojfi monarch's 

— landn 
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But all roimd them was life — ^the living scene, 

The real eky^ and earth, and wave, and air ; 

The turf on which Egeria's steps had been, 

The shade, stream, grotto, which had known her 

care. 
Still o'er them floated an inspiring breath — 
The odour and the atmosphere of song— 
The legend — ^glory — averse — ^that vanquished death 
Still thro' the orange glades were borne along. 
And sunk into their souls to swell the horde 
Of those delicious thoughts the miser Passion stored ! 
Love oft is conquered by Ambition's lust. 
But Love, I ween, hath ever his revenge 
Ambition moulders, and her marble bust, 
Her ivied arches, and the pillar'd range 
Of her long temples, and her regal halh 
Yea ! ev'n the desolation of her dust, 
Become to Love the ministers and food ! 
For in such scenes the passion triumphs most; 
And ev'n within the Cesars' ruin*d wsuls 
The very zeal which fills the solitude. 
And paints the bare stone with an armed host, 
Rouses unseen, but vividly, a brood 
Of thoughts which turn to passion — ^for whate'w 
Deep Fancy nurtures in the cell " Romance," 
Hath in its very nature seeds that bear 
Fruit unto Love. All memory is a trance. 
In which Love is the fondest of the dreams^- 
Or — ^let us change the image — ^in the shrine 
Of the veil'd soul there is a lyre whose themes 
Are vow'd to love — ^the feelings are its strings — 
Touch one — and on the altar — the divine 
Music is stirr'd — and thus the notes we raise 
In our fond thought — ^to Virtue — ^Valour — ^Praise- 
Worship — Grief — Memory — are but spells which 

move 
The hidden spuit of the lyre of Love ! 



HILTOX. 271 

IV. 

But they required no fuel to the flame 

WWch burnt within them, all undyingly, 

No scene to steep their passion in romance, 

No spell from outward nature to enhance 

The nature at their bosoms — ^all the same 

Their love had been if cast upon a rock, 

And frown'd on from the arctic's haggard sky ; 

Nay — ev'n the vices and the cares, which move — 

Like waves — o'er that foul ocean of dull life. 

Which rolls through cities in a sullen strife 

With heaven — had raged. on thehi, nor in the shock 

Crumbled one atom from their base of love ; 

And, like still waters, poesy lay deep 

Within the hushed yet haunted soul of each. 

And the fair moon, and all the stars that steep 

Heaven's silence and its spirit in delight. 

Had with that tide a sympathy and speech ! 

For them there was a glory in the night, 

A whisper in the forest, and the air ! 

Love is the priest of Nature, and can teach 

A world of mystery to the few that share, 

With self-devoted faith, the winged Flamen's care. 

V. 

In each lay poesy^-^for woman's heart 

Nurses the stream, unsought, and oft unseen ; 

And if it flow not through the tide of art. 

Nor woo the glittering daylight — ^you may ween 

It slumbers, hat not ceases ; and if check'd 

The egress ^f rich words, it flows in thought,^ 

And in its silent mirror doth reflect 

What e'er Affection to its banks has brought-^ 

Tfiis makes her love so glowing and so tender, 

Dying it in such deep and dreamlike hues, 

Earth — Heaven — creative Genius — all that render 

In man their wealth and homage to the muse ; 

Pouring their pomp into the golden verse. 

The vision and the vague ddight of song, 

In bfsr i^roduce but feelifl^ whjich disj^erse 



272 mLTOM. 

Their powers in love^-the consecrated throng 

Of dreamier thoughts that from the universe 

We store — >to two gods — Love and Song — ^are plighted, 

But woman's soul is Love and Song united. 

O treasure ! which awhile the world outweighs 

The mine of fondness in a woman's heart ! 

What are the triumphs of our after-days, 

To what — ^to ev'n the dream of what — thou art ! 

But these are vow'd to Sorrow's fimeral pyre, 

Ev'n in the bud — ^life's earliest fruits and best ! 

And Thought but gleans cold ashes from the fire, 

To hoard and bury in that lum the breast ! ^ 

Ev'n as a child upon the waterside, 

Love standeth truant on Fate's flowing rive^. 

And plucks in wanton idlesse every flower 

(In youth how many flowers !) which grows beside, 

And weaves them into wreaths, and laugliing flings 

One after one the garlands on the tide 

(While to the deep the water rolls, and never 

Back to the idler's hand the oflering brings) : 

Till all around is rifled, and the pride 

Of life's whole summer lavish'd in an hour ! 

VL 

Twice thro* her course the Carian's goddess rode 
Since thus they met ; and well, I ween, she shone 
Not upon others as for them she glowed. 
For their life was a mystery ; and had grown 
An essence and a spirit of all things 
Most fair and most divine — ^the o'erflowing springs 
OC their bright being were like blessed tides, 
Fed from the river which Ae land divides 
The ui^fallen father of the nations trod ; 
When peace and bliss dwelt by the amaranth sides 
Of the smooth wave, reflecting as it flowed 
The form^ of Angels and the breath of God \ 

T was eve ! and Zoe watehed upon the hill 
Where they were wont to meet — ^the parting ray 
Jpf him adored ia Delos — ^lingered stiU 
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O'er the dark pme, and through the breathless bonghs 
Gliding, fell broadly on the ruins gray, 
That at her feet in desolate glory lay. 
Among those wrecks arose the ^ossy green 
Of that sweet plant which blooms for lovers' brows,. 
And Venus wore in Ida ! — there the vast 
And sullen fohage of the Aloe cast 
A shadow o'er &e marble — ^there the scene 
Wore like a smile the wall-flower's odorous bloom ! 
Where Zoe stands, the Cesars' palace stood, 
Arid from that lofty terrace — ^ye survey 
The towers — ^the temples — ^the eternal tomb 
Where Memory guards the buried name of Rome ! 
Beyond, the Tiber, on his shrunken way, 
Mourns songless onward to the Tyrrhene sea 
Thro' Latium's wastes, that sadden ceaselessly 
With many a shattered sepulchre bestrewed. 
Baring their breast unto the lazy death 
That creeps along the dull air's rotting breath ! 
And there, in amphitheatre afar. 
The hills lay basking in the purple sky. 
Till all grew gray — and Maro's shepherd star 
Watch'd the soft silence with a loving eye ; 
And— ev'n as one who walketh in a sleep — 
The Moon rov'd dreaming, o'er the night sky's solemn 
steep. 

vra. 

" He comes not" — Zoe murmured — " yet the hour 
" Hath passed — and — hark — ^how ominously, o'er 
*' The silent air from Nero's Golden Tower, 
'' Hoots the owl's startling cry ; and to the core 
** Of my chill'd heart strikes like a voice of doom 1 
*^ He ccnnes not — yet the moon is high — ^before 
" His footstep never tarried — ^Heaven, if aught 
" Of peril cross'd his path ! — How deep a gloom 
•♦ Broods o'er the hollow of yon shattered arch ! — 
" What if — ay, there — ^there hes the startling thought,^ 
^ Which, tv^n beside him, hath the power to blast 
^ As with a curse — ^the summer of my soul ! 
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•* Wbalfoim glides there 1 Ha ! sure by yonder laicb 

^ Athwart the s}eom — a human shadow stole, 

*^ I heard the bkick boughs rustle as it pass'd* 

** O Godf before whose eye the felon night 

«* Forgoes her veil, and broadens into light, 

^ Protect his pathway from the lurking death, 

^ The bought assassin^s dagger I Oh n^ heart, 

^ Be still'-be still or break ! — ^He comes — my breath 

*' Grows thick with rapture, and the life streams dart 

** As if to waste the very veins away. 

^He comes! How blest the silence which doth 

melt 
*^ Beneath the music of his footstep ! Air, . 
^ How my lips drink thee, since thy tides haye felt 
^ The thrilling odour of his rich breath — ^where 
^' The perfume, and the sighing sounds of May, 
*^ Weave o*er the face of night a soft and blossoming 

day! 
^ My glorious stranger, welcome ! Ah I as one 
^ ViTho watcheth daylight on the mountain's brow, 
** Has my soul longed for thee — and I have won 
>The boon at last. Thou beamest on me now ! 
^' But why so cruel, dearest 1 thou must measure 
*^ The past suspense-*-dread — tortttre-*-with the bHss 
^ That now flows forth in tears— ^thou art a treasure 
" So vast — so wondrous — that to merely miss 
"Thee from my side — ^fills my whole frame with 

fear ! 
** And, truant, see how Dian from her vault 
" Tells thee how long my heart hath sickened here, 
** And dares — y/hzX I may not — ^upbraid thee wiA thy 

fault*' 



They sat them on a fallen column, where 
The wild acanthus clombe the shattered stone. 
Mocking its sculptured mimicry which there 
Was graven on Uie piUar'd pomp overthrown ; ^ 
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And in its deathle3S, but unflowering green, 
Typing th' inunortal wrecks — and barren pride of scene I 
There seem*d naught Hving near them ; Zoe's arm 
Was round her lover — and her cheek was pressed 
Upon his shoulder — Oh ! tl^ thrilling charm 
Of that dependence — ^when we feel the breast 
On which we lean, bounds all the heart and hope 
Which tiU that breast was found — thought worlds too 
barr'd a scope ! 

IX. 

" And tell me, feel'st thou not our lone retreat, 
" Drink from our love an ether of delight ? 
" And tell me, if like mine thy heart hath beat 
** Thro' the long, dull day, with one wish for night? 
" Night — ^most beloved night, that marks us meet— 
** Alas ! alas ! that we should ever part !" 

•* And wherefore should we ? — ^Are we not become 

** Each to the other, all beneath the skies ? 

" My heart flies to thy presence as its home, 

" And sleeps beneath the shadow of thine eyes ! 

" Wherefore, my Zee ? Thou art to my sight 

** Not as a dream, but as the soul of dreams, 

"Their essence, life, and immortality! 

** The focus of the wild and scattered beams, 

" That woke the Memnon of my minstrelsy. 

" Rome left, I leave not thee ! — but if too soon 

" Compell'd, I wander backward to my doom, 

" Thou — as yon star clings ever through the gloom, 

" Past by the pathway of the pilgrim moon,— 

** Thou wilt still shine, unsevered by my side, 

" My star of faith and love, my blessing^ and my bride f* 

She answered not, but trembled ; and he raised 
Fondly her downcast cheek — the rose was fled, 
And ]ike a mourner o'er it, in the stead. 
Sat paleness there, and droop'd — ^the tender eyes 
That shunning, met his own, were wet with tears ; 
And thkt subdued and stricken diought, which wears 
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Wo — as a nun, the hope-entombing veil-^-^ 
Silent and self-consuming, cast its gloom 
O'er her still features, and their touching bloom ! 
He gazed-, and felt within him as he gazed 
The bold and hliughty spifit sink and quail — 
As if the omen of no idle fears 
Crept to his heart, and with a voice of bale 
Spoke of his baffled youth — his manhood's loveless 
years ! 

** Thou dost not answer, Zoe ; — can it be 

" That I have lov'd too wildly ? — ^true, that ne'er 

" Hast thou reveal'd thy birth, thyself, to me ; 

" But hast been worshipp'd in my heart and prayer 

" Unknown, an# glorious, like a mystic light, 

" Or dim-seen future, to my soul prefated ; 

** Or shape, that in the weird and passionate night, 

'* I won some heavenly magic, and created ! 

** But now. Love, let me luwi thee from thy shade, 

•* My bright Egeria — ^be a mortal maid, 

" Lift the all-idle mystery from my heart — 

*^ And tell me, fairest, what and whence thou art l" 

Eager his eye, and anxious was his tone, 
And the half smile that o'er his fe^itures shed 
A moment's hurried brightness wan'd and fled. 
As ceased his words. 

She with a tender look, 
Made soft by s^dnciss and a silent fear, 
And with a voice, which summoned front its tfanme 
The charmed heart unto the haunted eslr. 
After a pause replied: 

•* I will not brook 
''Mine own, to gaze upon ^e dark thought, thou 
'* Hast conjur'd to appal me ! — ^leave me ! Heaven ! 
*' Leave Rom^ and me ! — Nay, nay, unknit that brow P* 

^ List to me, Zoe ! — In nfy father's land, 

** For ages have our bold race bow'd the knee^ 
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^ To false gods fed on that idolatry,'' 

** Which makeih what it worships. It is given "^ 

** The Mighty Hour, in which our hearts shall leap, 

*^ As at a trumpet, from their Pagan sleep ; 

** And light shall burst into our souls, th£a we 

*^ May Imow the faith which bids God's images be free ! 

** For this at mom, — ere the exulting sun 

•* Flush o'er the eastern heav'n — as the gray light 

^ Toils up the rear of Darkness — ^hath begun 

«♦ My solemn orison ; — ^for this, the Night 

** Hath, by a thousand shadows, dreams, and signs, 

** FiU'd my stem heart with Hope, whose tmth it now 

divines ! 
** Yea, ere I loved thee, Zoe— ere I asked, 
** Ev'n if the love of women were for mi^ 
^* Ther€^ was ond Shape» one Queen, fbr whom I tasked 
"The powers and prowess of my infancy. 
*^ Still, shining, pure^ and circumfus'd in all 
•* The calmness and the glory of old days, 
** Ofl (as in loneliest cell), in haughtiest hall, 
" Unseen by others, gleam'd she on my gaze; 
^ And when I ask'd & name on which to call,— 
«* When chaf 'd beneath the pomp, the power, the gaud, 
*' Which the dup'd Many deck with hollow laud, 
*^ My deep soul sickened that fair face to see, — 
•* Truth from the womb of Time did answer * Liberty!* 
^' And now she calls me with an angel's voice 
^ Homeward, o'er land and ocean to her cause ; 
*' And my blood bums within me, that the choice 
^ Of hour and clime, in which His loftiest laws 
** He right8r--our Grod hath cast, albeit in strife, 
*' Upon the age and land in which I drank my life !" 

She look'd upon that brow so faur and high, 
Too bright for sorrow, as too bold for fear ; 
She look'd tipon the light of that large eye 
Which dream'd not of the blindnesff glooming near^ 
She look'd, and sish'd; and wjA a trembling hand 
Tonch'd |^ young ami: he tum'd — the knit command 

N 
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The Bery spirit of his features grew 
Soft ana more soft — ^until, as clouds pursue 
Each other, shadowing o'er some star above, 
All stenmess fled, and left his fi^ce to Love ! 

*' Come then, my Zoe, on this pilgfimage, 

'* This high and noble travail of the soul ; 

** Come, be my guide, my partner, and my staff, 

** My hope in youth, my haven in my age ! 

'* Come, if the world forsake, or Fate control, 

** Or Fortune leave me— -and the bitter rage 

" Of Foes, in love with Fetters> make me quaff 

** Ev'n to the last the hemlock of the bowl, 

•* Reserved for those, who, vanquished, chafe the tide 

" Of Custom^ ire, its passions, and its pride : — 

" Come — be my spendtlirift-heart's last lonely hoard, 

" My wealth, my world — ^my solace, my reward. 

"Come — though from marble domes, and orange 

bowers — 
" Come to a^ humble roof, a northern sky; 
" Love's fairy halls and temples shall be ours, 
" And our heart's sun the ice of earth defy. 
" Trust me, though Fate may turn each hope to gall, 
" Thou ^t ihy choice, belov'd, shalt ne'er repine ; i 

" Trust me, whatever storm on me may fall, ! 

" My breast shall ward the blast, the bolt, from thine ! '. 
" Yes ! as the bird on yonder oak which breathes ' 
" Soul into night, thy love shall be to me ! j 

"Yes! I will be that oak which ever wreathes ' 

" Its boughs, though leafless, into bowers for thee ! 
" And when the sunshine of thy life be set, ' 

" And beams, and joy, and pomp, and light depart, 
" There is one shelter that will shield thee yet, 
" Thy nest, my bird — ^thy refuge in my heart !" j 

He ceased ; and drciw her closer to his breast ; j 

Wildly her bosooi heav'd beneath his own ; 
From her sweet lips,^^eneath his kisses press'd, 
^ush'd her heart's fiilness in a murmur'd tone ; 
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And o^er her bent her lover ; and the gold 

Of his rich locks with her dark tresses blended; 

And still, and soil, and tenderly, the lone 

And mellowing night upon their forms descended ; 

And thus a^d the ghostly walls of old, 

And curtained by the blue and starry air. 

They seem'd not wholly of an earth-bom mould. 

But suited to the memories breathing there — 

Fwo Grenii of the mixM and tender race, 

Prom fairest fount or tree, their homes who singled— 

Last of their order doom'd to haimt the place, 

ind bear sweet being interfused and mingled, 

[)raw through their Ufe the same delicious breath. 

Ibid fade together into air in death ! 

[)h ! what then burned within her, as hef fond 

Ibid pure lips yeam'd to breathe th' enduring vow ? 

yi was forgot, save him before her now — 

II blank, a non-existence, lay beyond— 

Ul was forgot— all feeling, thought, but this — 

Por ever parted, or for ever his ! 

The voice just stirs her lip— what sound is there ? 
The clefistone sighing to the rushing air ? / 
rhe night-bird rustling through the startledL tree ? 

rhe loose earth 

With a wild, yet stifled cry, 
sprang Zoe from her lover. " Can it be ? — 
' Mercy, oh Heav'n I'* 

• • • • ' « • 
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PART m. 

laignenot 
AgaiMt HMtm>B hand or tvill— mir bate a Jot 
Of boart orbope, but atill bear up and ateer 
Right onward— what aappoita iiW| doat thou dakT 
The eonaeienee^ FMend ! 

, MiLTOR'a 0OMMIT TO CtUAO BSIUIIB* 

I. 

SO years have flown ! — and yfhere the Minstrel 

now? — 
inhood hath set in clouds upon his brow !— - 
dnight is past — the solitary lamp ' 
ms in his cell — and o'er his cheek the ray 
th like the dim smile of a sick man play — 
le is his lordly front, and toil and thought 
ve darkly there their furrow'd witness wrought : 
U as he bends him to his task — ^the damp 
img from the frame which fails the unconquered will, 
3WS o'er the hueless forehead, fast, and chiU, 
d ever with each pause, that lonely light 
ires hot and scathing on his aching sight 

n. 

IS ! no more by golden palaces, 
star-lit founts and Dryad-haimted trees, 
ill Fancy waft her Votary's willing souL 
t on he joumey'd through a rugged plain, 
r'd by the glory of the mstant goal, 
1 in that midnight solitude, though pain 
1 fever wore his heart — and he could feel 
T lus dim eye the dull film darkly steal, 
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. Yet did he shrink not — though the lip grew pale 
And the frame feeble — though the sight might fail, 
And the lone Night his sad companion be ; 
Tet on* exulting soul ! — ^thy path is clear, 
On— on for England and for Liberty ! 

ni. 

Yes ! though the fierceness of that fiery time 
Might sear the holiest spirit into crime, 
Though the stem thought of ages, where the drear 
And starless Night of bondage dwelt in fear, 
Where all her gloomiest spirits were combinM 
To cramp the powers, and check the march of mind, 
The grinding priest, the noble's linked thrall, 
And die'one despot darkening over all ; 
Tho' the harsh memory of such days might well 
Sour the stem souls of men who made their path 
Thro' blood to freedonf ; — and the jealous wrath 
Of those who, girt with snares and foemen, feel 
^They hold their hard-won treasure by the steel, 
A breath will waken — victory scarce can quell. 
And virtue, tum'd to passion, serves to swell. 
So that the stains of justice blindly break 
And leave the guilty, while they wreck the weak :— 
Yet were there men and minds in those wild years 
More worthy than the Romans' vaunted name 
Of the heart's homage due to Freedom's fame, 
And the sweet tribute of that People's tears. 
Who but for their rude worth were crouching now 
With slavery's Cainlike brand upon each brow I 

IV. 

And thou of whom I sing, whose name hath been 
Polluted by the Schoolman's bigot breath. 
The dull wise fool — the oracle of boys. 
Decking lean nothings with the pomp of noise-^ 
Thou who hast twin'^d thy laurels ever-green 
With those which mingled with wild flowerets bloom 
Sound sweetest fihakspeare's fairy-haunted tomb — 
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e are the holier honours yet to twine 
d wreaths with Hampden for thy countiy's shrine. 
Iiy lone cell — celestial Liberty 
e as a Spirit, and reveal'd to thee 
seen, and felt, and fiill divinity ! 
d with the light from Chaos — around her feet 
saw the dim clouds of long ages march, 
uding all else — the column and the throne, 
blasted laurels and the broken arch ; — 
ng from earth to heaven, and sweeping there 
very Gods from their Olympian seat, 
iging and crumbling in one common scathe 
shrmes made hallowM by a hollow faith, 
out one trace along the empty air ; — 
Empires fell — Religions pass'd away 
fe renew'd sprung kindling fit)m decay — 
\er nor time — nor chance — ^nor fate could mar- 
left all bright and glorlGUd as a star, 
•e — thro' the gloomy records of gone years, 
unvarying tale of terrors and of tears — 
})* wastes of danger, darkness, and distress 
r'd the still beauty of her holiness — 
as the Pillar through the deserts shone, 
ling the Taint, and weak, and weary on — 
It thro' the cloud, and calm amid the blast 
hat blest Canaan — which shall come at last ! 
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FART TV. 

Thiu with the yew 
Seeaone return, bm not to me remnui 
Day, or the sweet approech of even or mom* 
Or eight of yemal bloom, or sommer'e ros^ 
Or flocks, or hards, or hnman fkoe divine; 
iBut cl< lud instead, and eTtr^uinf dark ; 
SoiToand me. 

PAEABin Lost, Book Vn. Um Sfc 

ThoofAi fUl*n on eril days, 
In darkness, and with dangers oompass'd roQndi 
And st^tode, yet not alone, while thon 
Visit'st my slnmbem nightly, or when mom 
Poiples the east. 

Pakabiii LoiTy Book nL.Une 40l 

L 

Day had arisen in the antcmui heaven 
Clearly and coltfly bright—the yellow leaves 
Strewed the^ear earth, or fitfully were driven 
Before the ^d path of the scatteimg air. 
The swallow from the hospitable eaves 
Flew forth exulting on his rapid way, 
And thro* the sadness of the waning year 
Sung out like Hope-— but er'n as gathering Oare 
Stem winter comes to mar that matin lay. 
Amid the grave, the laurePs lonely tree, 
Hallow'd by old tradition, still is seen 
Di^t in the lustre of its dea^ess green— 
A smile on Nature's cheek ; — meet type, I ween. 
Of that high £Bune which grows immortallgr--*^ 
lluo'time which changes, and thro' storms which seai^' 
Bright'mng thxs^ gloom, and fipesheniBg rftx dactjqr* 

N3. 
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n. 

There sat an old man by that living tree 
Which bloom'd his humble dwelling-place besidfr-* 
The last dim rose which wont to blossom o'er 
The threshold had that morning droop'd and died, 
Nipp'd by the widiering air ; the neighboming doOr 
Swmig on its hinge — ^within you well might hear 
The clock's low murmur bickering on the ear— 
And through Uie narrow opening you might see 
The sand which rested on the uneven floor, 
The dark-oak board — ^the mom's untasted fare. 
The scatter'd volumes, and the antique chair 
Which — ^wom and homely — ^brought a rest at last 
Sweet after all life's struggles wi& the past. 

in. 

The old man feh the fresh air o'er him blowing 
Waving the thin locks from his forehead pale. 
He felt above the laughing sun was glowing, 
And heard the wild birds h3rmning in the gale, 
And scented the awakening sweets which lay 
C!ouch'd on the bosom of the virgin day — 
And felt thro' all — ^d sigh'd not — ^that for him 
The earth was joyless, and the heaven was dim, 
Creation was a blank — the light a gloom. 
And life itself as changeless as f^e tomb. 
High — pale — stills — ^voiceless-emotionless — 'alone- 
He satr--4ike some wrought monumental stone— 
Raising his sightless balls to the blue sky ; 
Life's dreaming morning and- its toiling day 
Had sacUen'd into evening — and the deep 
And all august lepose — ^which broods on high 
What time the wearied storms have died avnty, 
Mighty in silence-^like a Giant's sleep—— - 
Made calm the lifted grandeur of his brow. 

And while he sat, nor saw ; a timorous foot 

Drew near — a pilgrim from a foreign land. 

And of Ood's sofbr race ; — ^and hush'd and mute 
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She gazed upon that glorious brow ; for this— 
This only gaae-*-on One whose orb of Fame 
Yet slowly laboured up from Time's abyss 
To its unwaning noon, — afar she came ! 
And as she gazed the hot unconscious tears 
Flowed fast and Ml — -her heart was far away ! 
Thro' change and care, and long and bitter years, 
How had lorn memory sickened for this day ! 
And now * * * * * *,* * 

IV. 

Our life is as a circle — and our age 

Turns to the thoughts and feelings which engage 

In our yoimg mom the vision and the vow, — 

For manhood's years are restless, and we learn 

A bitter lesson — bitterer for the truths — 

Which suits not with the golden dreams of youth, 

And wearies us in age — and so we yeam^ 

Sated and pall'd, for Boyhood's bliss once more. 

But ere the world forsakes us^ — on we flow 

Passive and reckless with its mingling tide 

Till night comes on — and passions which betrayM 

Our reason, quit the ruins Aey have made — 

The winds are lull'd — the hurrying waves subside. 

And leave upon the lone and sterile shore 

The baffled bark their wrath had wreck'd. before.-— 

T.. 

Slight is our love in age to thoughts which bear 
Man's ruder lot of conflict and of care — 
As roves from gaudier tints the aching eye, 
Woos the pure greeny and dwells deUghted there, 
So loves the soul the world has worn, to fly 
Languid and weak the glitter and the gla^. 
And on the fresh tints of its verdant days 
To turn and drink deep quiet in the gaze* 
The visions of the Minstrel, which in vaih 
Had woo'd his noonday — ^brightly roU'd again 
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Like son-lit watera o'er his nund, and gsiie 
The waste the welcome freshness of the w»re. 

VI, 

There* as a river in its hidden eonrse, 
Mighty and secret tluo' his spirit floiv^d 
The inspirations none but God might see* 
The cave their channel, and the x^ck their so«rce» 
But rolling on to Immortality. — 
Old— blind—- deserted — ^lone amid the crowd, — 
No hope — save those of heaven — ^upon the earth,-^ 
Amid the wrecks of Freedom only free, 
CSold — rapt— estrang'd amid that courtly mirth 
Where Pleasure lent the veil to Tyranny, — 
He stood— 4ike some gp^y Column far away 
From life — and erumbling in its proud decay- 
There wildest flowerets bloom-^^nd nightly there 
Wails nirith mysterious vmce the wandering Air— 
Anud the stars the dews — the eternal hiUs— 
And the far voices of the dashing rills — 
Amid the haunted darkness of tl^ nig^t 
When earth and heaven are mingled in their might. 
It stands begirt with eadi— 4md looks oa hi^ 
Thro' Shade and Cloud to commnne with the Sky. 



Beneath a church's chancel there were laid 

A great Man's bones,- — ^and whenihe crowd was goae^ 

An aged woman, in black robes arrayed, 

Lingered and wept beside the holy stone. 

None knew her name, or land; her voice was sweet. 

With the strange music of a foreign tongue :— 

Thrice on that spot her bending form th^ meet, 

Thrice on that stone are fresh^ garlands^liung. 

On the fourth day she came not ; and^td. wreath, 

LookM dim and withered from its odorous breath i 

And if I err not wholly, on that day, 

A soul diat lov^ till death, had passed away ! 

I^HE END OF MILTON. 
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ON THE YANITT OF SMALL SUCCESSES 

Ergo bondniiin getuu ineiuNrani flnuitriqiw labcinit 
Semper, el in catiM odummlt inaaibaa iBTmii. 

LucRKT. Lib. 5, 1. 14S8L 

Sick, wearied, worn; the harsh Ldon wheel 
" Within the heart shall have a moment's rest ; 
And thoughts— deep thoughts, I would hut rarelj feelf 

Shall not he now repressed* 

Out on this curse of earth ! we toil — ^we yeam, 

We coil and shrivel the smooth heart with care; 
We make each hour a task — ^And our return ? — 

Go— -ask our tomhs — ^*tis there I 



O God, that from this small and wizard ring 

The pent but all-impatient soul could strain ! 
Lo ! round the air — within the exulting wing-— 

Why this eternal chain ? 

We see — ^we feel — ^we pant — ^and we aspire. 

Ay ; for one hour we dream we have arisen ; 
Earth fades below — ^we wake — 

^behold the mire. 

And grating of our prison ! 

Oh! that our youth had dreamM to what an um 

Of dust our quick and high desires would shrink ! 
We stand upon.&e beach — and ask return, 

For barks ordained to sink ! 

There 's not one plank on which we freight an aim 
Purer than aught by life's coarse natures sought, 
Which the harsh sea ingulfs not :-— can we blame 

Those who adventure naught? 



290 ON THE TANTTY OF SMALL SUCCESSES. 

But in a calm and chill philosophy 

Suppress within them each more vague desire; 
For them no half-felt feelings pant and sigh ; 

No unfledg'd hopes expire ! 

Mother of Fate — ^primeval Night — ^thine old 

And unvex'd oracles are round me still ; 
The syhil Stars, and She who lost her cold 

Name on the Carian Hill ! 

Say thou, — bx in thy weird and demon homes 
Thou shroud'st the spectres of departed lore. 
Dread Egypt's mysteries, and the mouldering tomes, 

From which the Samian bore 

The treasure of his doctrine ! — ^All that glow'd 

Out from the heart of man in ages gone, 
Like perished stars into thy black abode, 
^ Without a dirge have woone I 

Say — boots our laboiur? — Were it not more wise 
To drink Life's tide imwitting where it flows. 
Renounce the high-soul'd toil, and only prize 

The Cnidian vine and rose ! 

« 

True, for some few on whom her slavish smile. 

Fame — ^the false Lais of the doting sage — 
Bestows — ^there may be somewhat to be^iile 

Youth's travail into Age ! 

The laurel lulls the aching brow it decks ; 

And the loud paeans of the gazing horde. 
As speeds our baik among surroun£ng wrecks, 

Bring no disdained Reward. 

But here, among the dense and struggling herd, 

For me no proud success and glory wait ; 
The wronging judgment and the venomed word, 

The Envy and the Hat e 
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Envy and Hate ! — ^for what ? — for boons so slight, 
Tliat I could gnaw my heart that mine they are, 
Did I not know that proud heart's baffled flight 

Sought meeds how different far ! 

Night ! — ^my wooM, and won, arid earliest friend, 

Was it for this my soul I shaped and bowed, 
And from my dreams' Olympus did descend 

To the self-vassall'd crowd ? 

Seeking — ^nor yet with vulgar wish — ^to wield 

Arms coldly lov'd — but in a cause of Right — 
Content for that — light hours and love to yield, 

Was it for this— sweet Night? 

Thou answerest not — but roimd thee, lo ! the clouds 

Are darkening into ire — the Moon is gone. 
And the ghost stars lie wan within their shrouds, 

The storm sweeps labouring on ! 

Shine out — shine out, my true and steadfast soul— 

My answer and my solace come from thee ! 
Round earth's low heaven — ^the shade, the storm may roll. 

Tkou art a Heaven to me! 

Foes — and Life's baffled ends — ^the hydra birth 

Of cares — ^upon thy fron| can stamp no frown. 
But on the shifts and phantoms of the earth 

Thou with a smile look'st down! 



to JULIET. 

THE TINDICATION OF SILENCE. 

When heavens are bright, how stilly ghde 
The waters to th» lulling air ! 

I feel THEE on my heart's deep tide- 
How can I break the silence there ? 
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ON FOREBODINGS. 

What are ye, haggard and all ghastly warnings— 
Te moral wraiths of the contemning soul ? 
Te gUde away like clouds heneath our scomingfli« 
But heavy, dark, and mournful, back ye roll. 
Without a cause the heart beats high and quick. 
And the blest breath grows labour-fraught and thick. 

What are ye ?— Phantoms of the brain ? — ^The crude 

And half-begot chimseras that arise 

From <ttir most earthly members, and intrude 

A loathly shadow on our mental eyes ? 

Wan nightmares of drows'd thought ? — the goblin banes 

^at steam and flit from the o'erpamperM veins t 

What ! can these seerlike and unearthly shapes 

Of Thought be fathered thus ? — And can a crumb-^ 

An incoct atom, kindle that which apes 

A demon's horror — and can strike us dumb-^ 

Appal us to the centre of our clay — 

And shake the Spirit on her tin-one ? — ^Away ! .^. 

« . ■ ■ 

What ! to these wretched wants must we fulfil 
A slavery so subjected and entire. 
Bearing a devil in ourselves — at will 
To mock the Angel Thought that would aspure 
Out from this neSier cell 1 — ^to laugh to scorn 
The very aims for Which aH thought was bom ? 

Can we not hsAd ev'n this most lean and poor 

Pittance of sense, but that to every heat 

Axild frailty of the flesh, we must endure 

To pare and pawn the dowry ? and complete 

All degradation by the gibe and guile 

Of the worm's prey, winch rots the very while ? 



Nay ! — haTe ye not been prophets in your strange 
BevealingB, and with no oracular* faith 
Betokened wo or weal ? and ijie last diange 
Of this our state ? as if there were in death, 
And that which stkrs within us, something more 
Of speech and conmiune than our creeds explore ! 

The hardest and the coldest breasts have thrilled 
As ye have passed th^n on your ghostlike way ; 
And in the hour ye whispered — ^have fulfilled 
Their doom. — ^Up<m the dial of their clay 
Rested the shadowy hand, — and at the chime 
Foretold — ^they had no farther note of time ! 

We boast our growing wisdom ! — ^Know we more 
Thanhe,t the source of Plato's golden stream! 
Have we a bolder sense — a steadier lore ! 
Mix we with science no more shadowy dream !-«- 
Tet he, dri^d spectre^, mocked ye not ? but taii^ht 
Your credence with a bow'd and reverent thought. 
Avaunt — avaunt— what ! yield we to your cold 
And curdling grasp ? — ^Ye fool us wiUi a power 
Which, like the Saga's muttered rhyme of old, 
Is built not on your potence, but on our 
Weakness. We crown you with grim thoughts, and quake 
Before the very tyrants that we make. 

Our Reason-— or whate'er that be — and how 
Begotten or inspired — by which we move 
Erect upon life's narrow bridge ; and know 
Our end— our aims — our powers^-alone can prove 
Our guide. And Faith, the barter of our will. 
Contracting Reason is her offspring still. 

And if we err, and darklmg grope and vain, 
'T is not Our Reason's treachery, but our own 
Surrender of our Reason, and the chain 
By which we bind her to the Titan's stone. 

* Oramlar it here nted in Um wium of dubKms . 
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From ignorance spring earth's errors — ^raise the powers 
Of Reason to their height — and Heaven is ours I 

Shadows avaunt! — ^were all the- monsters armed 

By hell or monkish madness, romid the ring 

In which lone Reason sits abstract and charmed ; 

Yea, all pale Priestcraft from her caves could bring, 

Or northern Fancy nurture ; were the earth's 

Soft smile to wither, and unnatural births 

Creep from her hollow womb ; — ^were the sweet sUes 

To lose all love, and murmur from the stars — 

** Tremble,'* — The Unknown within me should defy 

Terror — ^the arch and real fiend that wars 

On God ; our God is Love ! — and greet the levin 

Whose wrath but brighter shows the depths of Heaven! 



IF THE POOR MADE LAWS FOR THE RICH 

If the poor made laws for the rich — ^the rich, 

What a change in our jails would be ! 
Which would be for the best? and which— oh, wbicb; 

Bring the most to the gallows-tree ? 
They would pass a nobleman vagrant bill. 

For the fellows who idly roam ; 
The Travellers' club would be sent to the Mill, 

And Lord E ^x be passed to — ^home. 

They 'd make game laws for the sporting one. 

And refuse a squire ^q bail ; 
Old B ks would be shot with a good spring-gun^ 

And Sh — ^y would rot in jail ! 
"Most libellous trash," the bookathat blind 

The eyes of the mass they 'd call ; 
Murray's Review would be damnably fined. 

And they 'd ruin great Captain H — ^11. 
They 'd make it a capital crhne to pay 

One's self from the public purse ; 
Ornr younger sons would be shipped to " the Bay,** 

And the Bishop of — v}orse ! 



( ^^^ ) 



TO WORDSWORTH. 

How glorious and how beautiful a life 

Must thine have been among the hills and streams I 
From the far world, and its eternal strife, 

But one gray shadow cast upon thy dreams, 
Tinging their sacred and nymph-haunted glory 

With something of a mournM — ^mortal hue. 
Ah ! if the Spirits of the olden story 

Yet linger — and the Ascraean's verse* be true, 
If Unseen Habitants, yet earth-bound, rove 
By the still brook, or the melodious grove, 
And ever o'er Man's state the while they wander. 
With a high thought, but tender memory ponder :— 
If the pure ghosts of the Satumian Race, 

Who o'er the sinless pastures led their herds ; 
Oh ! if ihey yet claim haunt and dwelling-place 

Where the air gladdens with the summer-birds ; 
Methinks to them familiar Uiy sublime 

And undiumal melody which breathes 
A pastoral sweetness from the golden time ; 

And, as o'er ruin'd fanes the ivy wreathes. 
So chng thy fancies in their green embrace 

Around a dim and antique holiness ; 
And, with a loving yet a solenm grace, 

At once a freshness and an awe express ! 

" Musing on Man" ami4 ^e mountains lone. 

What must have pass'd in thy unfathom'd breast ! 
How, on the lyre within, must many a tone. 

Solemn and deep, have risen — ^uhconfess'd^ 
Save to thyself, and the still ear of GOD ! 

And from the fidl and silent Heart of Things, 
As o'er ^e hills thy unwatched footsteps trod. 

Didst thou not draw the patriarchal springs 

* Heriod, wbo tdls us (Open etDies, rene 131, 'Alrnip hnl ks¥ rvHrot dee.) 
tliat the nunrtala of the f olden age became, after death, good qtirlts wandering 
ovir earth, and regarding the acts of men. 
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Of love for Man and Nature, which the hues 
Of thy transparent verse all livingly sufinse ! 

Hiffher thy theme than Caesar's, or the Pomp 

Borne o'er the dusty earth in weary gaud ; 
Ambitaon's mask* and Glory's brazen tromp. 

The embattled Murder, and the ermin'd Fraud! 
Sweeter thy theme than aught which thro' the lays 

Of the I^Qse Garden's sons may softly flow ! 
And earthlie^ fires before the Rhean blaze 

Lit on thine altar — sicken from then- glow ! 



Man in his simple grandeur, which can take 

From Power but poor increase ; the Truth wfaidb li^ 
Upshining in " the Well of Homely life ;" 

The Winds, the Waters, and their Mysteries — 
Th^ Mom and moted Noon, the Stars which make 

Their mirror in the heart ; the Earth all rife 
With wanungs and with wisdom; the deep lore 

Which floateth airlike over lonely places^- 
These made thy study and thy theme ; and o'er 

The Beauty of thy Soul no Paphian Graces, 
But a religious and a reverent Awe, 

Breathed Sanctity and Music — ^inspiration. 
Not from the dark Obscure of priestly law, 

But that which bums — ^the Centre of Creation — 
A Love, a Mystery, and a Fear — ^the unseen 
Source of ail wcnrship since the wodd hath been ! 

flow must thy lone and lofiy soul have gone 

Exulting on its way, beyond the loud 
Self-taunting mockery of the scoffers, grown 

Tethered and dull'd to Nature, in the crowd ! 
Earth has no nobler, no more moral sight 

Than a Great Poet whom the world disowns. 
But stills not, neither angers : — from his hei^t, 

As from a star, float forth his spherelike tones ; 
tfe wits not whether the vex'd herd may hear \ 
The nmsic wafled to the reverent ear ; 
And far Man's wrath, or scorn, or heed, above, 
Smiles down the calm disdain of his maje^o love ! 



( ^^ i 
TO JULIET. 

▲ THOUOHT AT MIGBT. 

In voider taper's waning light. 

An image of my heart I see ; 
It bmns amid a lonely night—* 

Its life the love of thee— 
The steadfast light its passion takes. 

But slowly wastes while it illumes ; 
And whUe my very life it makes, 

My life itself consumes. 



TO JULIET. 

The summer^— the summer hath come, my love. 

And the ringdove found his bride— 
Not a flower below, not a beam above. 

But doth tliy coyness chide. 
I have loved thee well — ^I have loved thee long^— » 
' I have loved thyself alone ; 
There lived nOt a thought in my burning song. 

That my heart did not more than oitn* 
Be mine — ^be mine while the Hours allow 

My life to be vowed to Thee T 
For the leaves of my youth are round me now-— 

But the worm is in the tree. 
And the time, sweet love, is speeding fast, 

' When the vow shall be ever o'er— 
"When thy faithful Fountain, dried at last, 

Shall leap to the Breeze no more. 
Be mine — be mine, ere hath pass'd away 

The scent from Life's closing flowers ; 
And sometime hence it will soothe to say-« 

*' I blest his latest hours T 



( 2^8 ) 
LOVE'S WATCH. 

TO JULIET SLEEPIKQf 

The moonbeams thro' the lattice fall ; 

They silver o'er thy blushing cheek ; 
And still I wake to feed on all 

The love I could not speak. 
And thou art mine — all mine at last ! 

Our world can be earth's world no more, 
A gulf between this life hath pass'd, 

And that we knew before. 
How rushed the swelling tides of thought — 

All round grows hallowed ground to me ! 
How tender silence seems ! how fraught — 

The loving air — ^with Thee ! 
I ever thought till now, the light 

Of Heaven's sweet stars was mixed with sadness ; 
Now they^ — now all — drink in my sight, 

A glory and a gladness ! 
Sweet love, I bend to kiss thy brow — 

I grow enamoured of thy rest ; 
What dreams of heaven shall haunt me, now 

My pillow is thy breast ! 



ON THE IMITATORS OF BYRON. 

A FABLE. 

A Swan hymn'd music on the Muses' waves, 

And Song's sweet daughters wept within their caves ; 

It chanced the Bird hm something then deemed new, 

Not in the music only — but the hue — 

Black were his plumes ; — ^Uie Rooks that heard on high. 

Came envying round, and darkened all the sky ; 
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Each Rook, ambitious of a like applause. 

Clapped his grave wings — ^and Pierus rung with caw8»' 

What of the Swan's attraction could they lack, 

Their noise as mournful, and thieir wings as black t 
In vain we cry — ^the secret you mistook. 

And grief is d — ^ discordant in a Rookl 



ON THE WANT OF SYMPATHY WE EXPE-' 
RIENCE IN THE WORLD. 

** Oh for one breast to image ours V* 

Youth in its earliest vision sighs ; 
And age the same desire devours, 

Until — ^the dreamer dies. 
Vain shadows from the friend — ^the wife— 

Thou seek'st, how loved soe'er thou art, 
The brightest stream that glads thy life. 

Can never glass thy heart. 
I grant thee, homers endearing sounds, 

I grant thee, love's first whispered tone ; 
But where the breast from which reboimds 

The echo to thine own ? 
Mad are we all, — who hath not pined 

For something kmdred from his birth t 
And lost earth's solid joys to find 

What is not of the earth ? 
Ah ! could we to ourselyes betroth 

One breast, a very shade of ours ; 
Would time alone not alter both 

The creatures of the hours T 
Go back into thy lonely soul, 

And with a calm and chasten'd eye 
Survey thy tether, and control 

The dreams that seek the sky; — 
And for ideal shapes, would inelt 

All life into one vague desire ; 
In that far air wherein thou hast dwelt, 

Hope's mortal ends expire. 



t(M> ' tta RAT8 Aim toB ittdr* 

Go — seek fdr joys amid th^ kiftd ! 

How much has life itseH'to btess 
The one whose wise and heallhM iltilid 

Seeks what it can possess, 
Ourseir may in ora^elf create^ ^ 

A tie beyond the dreamer^s art ; 
No bond is made that mocks at Fate, 

Like Man's with his own heart. 



THE RATS AND THE MICE ; 

A FABLfi 
tflP THE DATS Of KING ARTHUR. 

▲BIMtltSBD TO 

HIS GRACE THE DUKE OP WELLINGTON. 

There was a time when Rats and IMQce combined 

To form one state against the feline kind ; 

Tho* few the Rats, aad many were the Mice» 

The State was governed by the Rats' advice ; 

Strong were their teeth, and dangerous were their claws, 

And most severe upon the Oats their laws. 

Well sped our Aristocracy of Rats, 

They laughed at snares, and triumphed o*er the Cats ; 

They warr'd with glory, and they lived in ease. 

And filled the Treasury with a world of cheese. 

The stotes — the weasels with admiring gaze 

Beheld, and lavished on our State their praise: 

Oft would they cry — ^" No Commonwealth is great 

" Where Rats ^d Freedom govern not the State !" 

And for the RatSy we must in truth confess. 

That vulgar Fame outstripped not their success: 

Their sage control — ^their plump conditioifS speak— 

Their sides how covered, and their skins how sleek ! 
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Vhey knew no toil — the Mice their burrows n|ade, ^ 

''or the Rat*s pleasure was the Mouse's trade. 

lis moral duty was — ^the cheese to find, 

Lnd the Rat spared the little wretch — ^the rind ; 

(ut if the Mouse should chance, unhid, to sup— 

They called a jury, and they ate him up. 

k) far — so good — the Mice, an humble race, 
forked on, and owned the justice of the case, 
mured to toil they only asked to earn 
lain food and holes to live in — in return ! 
\y slow degrees, howe'er, and times of peace, 
(oth Rats and Mice too numerously increase ; 
nhe general commerce not increasing too, 
iTie Mice seem hungry, and the Rats look blue: 
[Tie Mice in truth grew lamentably thinner, 
Old Rats — ^poor creatures — miss'd their cream at 
dinner. 

• 

^ersius hath told us how the dullest brute 

s made by hunger, knowing and acute. 

Lnd a pinched stomach best — ^we must admit — 

Jives voice to parrots, and to lawyers wit : 

ilv'n thus our Mice grew reasoners with their state, 

Lnd want of dining brought about debate. 

' We found the cheeses which our Rulers carve. 

We filled the state with plenty — ^yet we starve ! 

WhythisT 

^ Hush, babbler l^ quoth an ancient Mouse, 
^ The Rats are sitting, let us ask the House.** 
rhey reached the Senate, where the Rats were met, 
To see what cheeses should be soonest eat ; 
rhe tempting piles the lesser vermin saw, 
ijid their mouths watering washed away their awe. 

* Behold r they cried, " how fleshless we have grown# 
^And be that cheese— that Gloucester cheese— our 

own!** 

* Base Levellers !** cried a Rat ; ** nngrateftd ones, 

* That cheese is destined for our younger sons.** 

O 



M4 TO Of A. 

Amid the << hears** of the appLaudiag House, 
R^jied the weak yoice of our hungry Mouse : 
** Your reasoning may for Rats indeed suffice ; 
** But, O great snr ! you quite foiget the Mice !" 



TO INA- 

Our hour is past — and I must bear 
The fate thou canst not soothe — ^al<me : 

And woo whatever steps may wear 
The green moss from the stone ; 

For whose the thoughts that round me twine 

One soil — one fresh remembrance ! — thine ! — 

But tell me not in crowds to prove 

How vain is all that Pride would claim ; 

The charm of life that's lost in Love 
Is never found in Fame ; 

When once the film is from the eyes, 

Truth leaves the fancy naught to prize I 

' Tet fain my heart would seek to show 

It was not all unworthy thine, 
And fame were sweet if ^u couldst know 

Thy memory made it mine. 
Thy memory ! — can I think that word. 
While life is thine, from me is heard! 

And yet it soothes — since thou didst form 

Thy nest upon so rude a tree, 
It soothes me, henceforth, that the storm 

Can only fall on me ! 
With thee life's very verdure past— 
To withered stems what booto the Uast ! 

Away the lyre — ^it hath no strain 
In which a love like ours should speak. 



to" ina in absencb. 30(» 

But we may never meet again, 
' For hearts- — ^like ties — will break;*- 
And I would fain that (hou shouldst see 
That mine — ^till broken — ^is with thee ! 



TO INA IN ABSENCE. 

(foitr tsars after the last.) 

Thou only hast been more to me 

Than aught my prophet dreams foretold ; 
The wildest thoughts when turned to thee, 

My memory mocks as cold. 
In earlier loves, my strain would tell 

Of burning hopes and wasting sighs ; 
But when I think of thee, I feel 

The tears are in my eyes. 
'Tis strangely sweet on thee to muse ; 

A sweet, yet scarce a glad emotion ; 
For naught the rising heart subdues 

Like Love's recalled devotion. 
In silent depth the thoughts that form 

Their tides above thine image swell ; 
And thou protect'st them from the storm. 

Sweet Spirit of the Well ! 
Thou tell'st me thou canst scarce believe 

My heart the record of my vow ; 
Thou'dst think no more it could deceive, 

Didst thou behold it now ! 
Thou teU'st me thou wilt scarcely deem 

Thy thought can reach me from afar ; 
What ! doubt the li^t upon Ae stream. 

Go- — doubt thyself, my star ! 
Tet is there that — ^and right thou art — 

Whose warmth, whose brightness can reprove^ 
And shame the love within my heart, 
Jt is the heart I love ! 
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ORAMA, 

OR THE SOUL AND ITS FUTURS. 

'1'hix, shadowy, scarce divided from the light, 

I saw a Phantom at the birth of mom ; 
lis robe was sable, but a fleecy white 

Flowed silvery o'er the garb of gloom : a horn 
Ii held within its hand ; — no human breath 
Stirred its wan hps ; — deatlilike, it seemed not death ! 

My heart lay numb witliin me — and the glow 
Of the glad life waxed faint, and icelike crept ; 

The pulses of my being seemed to grow 
One awe ! — ^voice fled the body as it slept. 

But from its startled depths, th' overlaboured Soul 
Spake, kinglike, out — " What art Thou that wouldst 
seem 

" To have o'er Immortality control ?" 
And the shape answered — not hy sound — ",a dream ! 
" A Dream — ^but not a Dream ! the shade of things 

" To come ; a Spirit from the thrones of Fate, 
" I ruled the hearts of Earth's primeval Kings ; 

" I gave their life its impulse and its date ; 
" Gray Wisdom paled before me ; and the Stars 

" Were made my weird Interpreters — my hand 
" Aroused the whirlwind of the destined wars, 

" And bowed the Nations to my dim command ! 
" A Dream, but not a Dream — a type, a sign 

" Of the vast future do I come to thee ! 
" And where I come, I am the future ! — Thine, 

" Behold, and tremble to behold, in »ie. 
" What, thou wouldst rise ? — the lesser flights of Fame 

" Content thee not — thy heart hath grown a fire, 
"And the arch priest Ambition feeds the flame 

" With * the prophetic laurel'* of desire^ 
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*^ And in the Air, and on the voiceless Earthy 
** Thou seek'st an omen, and believ'st a hope ; 

** And thy chained spirit from the bonds of Birth 
" Looks to the mighty Heaven — and pines for scope ! 

** Hark, hark — ^I tell thee that the unsheathed blade 

• " Shall break — ^if strife redeem it from its rust ; 
" Hark, hark ! — ^I tell thee that the wreath is laid 

" Upon the bier ! — ^now grasp it— and be dust I" 
Methought my soul did answer * Come the strife — 

* The bier ! — ^Life's ends have nobler things than life !' 
Then the Dream made reply, and shadowed forth 

Th' unshaped Events Time embryoed — and foretoll 
That which in part hath chanced — ^the little worth 

Of all the treasures I had heaped of old ; 
My hopes, loves, ties, aspirings — and that fond 
And secret gem — I thought — ay. Fate beyond ! 
Wisely and solemnly it preached to me," 

And bade me love, and live, and laugh my hour ; 
" Life is," it said, " the true Hymettus Bee, 

" And culls its honey from the bitterest flower." 
And the Shape left me, and I woke — the day 
Came through the lattice chillingly and gray ; 
And on my breast slept one, who — as the doom * 

Of the dark Dream foretold — ^is palaced now 
Mid the dread Cities of the crowned Tomb. 

She did not mark the terror on my brow ; 
She did not count the beatings of my heart ; 

And yet she clasped me : and her fond lips stirr'd. 
And breathed sweet sounds, I taught her by Love's art, 

Out of Love's language — some new fairy word 
Sacred to us — and by the world unheard. 
But from that hour, a mystery and a change 

Came o'er my nature ; and my fate I felt, 
And armed my heart, but never could estrange 

That Vision from my memory ; there it dwelt, 
And dwelleth — and shall dwell — until the last 
Of the ghast riddles shall be solved and past ! 
So walk I, on the threshold of my doom ; 

And with a steady gaze behold afar 
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k dim light on my future and my tomby 
Trackmg the girdling shadows by <me star. 

So learn I to forget the thoughts of yore, 
To rise from out the lesser aims once prized. 

To hold Neglect, Wrath, Hatred, and the sore 
Ills of the petty Present, all despised — 

To ask from man no succour and no friend, 

Andlookthroug^allthingB to one solemn end! 
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itmay be drawn some of tbt best morab, for the guidance of the human hBait^—JUbum, 

DEVEREUX. A Novel. In 2 vols. 12mo. [By the 
Author of * Pelham,' * The Disowned,' * Paul Clifford,' 
and ' Falkland.'] [Stereotjrped.] 



«<~^The aafhor'or 'Ffclham,' 'The Disowned,* and 'Deversox* poss es w s the most brilliant 
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Cwers are unequalled ; be has wit, pathos, energy, and diaciiminalion in an eminent degree ; and 
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scenery are peculiarly graphic, vivid, uid poetical, and his conception of character, particulariy fe 
male character, beautinil. In this item of authorship, our pedagogoe is superior to Cooper ; ia his 
nautical descriptions nearly at quite equal."— JV. T. Mirror. ' 

STORIES OF WATERLOO, and other Tales. In 
2 vols. 12mo. 

These are two volnmna of beautiful tales, written is language the most elegant, with nanatlvea 
•f tztreme interest, yetsimple and natural 

PEACE CAMPAIGNS OF A CORNET. A Novel. 
In 2 vols. 12mo. 

** It is full of stories, and told in exactly that manner which will render it highly popular. Its 
adventures of humour and fun— its anecdotes— its practical jokes— and its penonal quizxes and 
caricatures are very amusing, auid furnish nuUer &ir much pleasant reading. *— Lon. Weekly Reoitw. 

ST. VALENTINE'S DAY; or, THE FAIR MAID 
OF PERTH. Bemg Second Series of « Chronicles of 
Canon^te." By the AuUior of Waverley. 2 vols. 1 2mo. 

ALMACK'S REVISITED; or, HERBERT MILTON. 
A Novel. In 2 vols. 12mo. 

APICIAN MORSELS. A Comical Work. tVith 
Cota. 12mo. 



Works RscenUy PuUtshed. 

SKETCHES of the LIVES of the SIGNERS of the 
DECLARATION of INDEPENDENCE. 12ma By 
N. DwioHT* [Stereotyped.] 

THE NORTHERN TRAVELLER, combined with 
the Northern Tour. Embellished with numerous Cop- 
perplate Engravings, 18mo. 

GIBSON'S SURVEYING. Improved and enlarged. 
By James Rtan. 8vo. 

Thii b DOW the only «titi<ni of Oibion^ Sarvej^ing ouUished in the United States, and b acooin- 
pnaied with all the necenary Tablet and £ngnving>, and told at a very reduced pnce. 



BROWN'S DICTIONARY OF THE HOLY BIBLE. 
From the last genuine Edinburgh edition. 8vo. 

Thb editkm erataine ttw Author^ last additioM and corraetiaoa, and Cutfcer enlar^ aad oor 
ractad by hbSoMi with a Life of the Author ; and an Eieay on the Evidence of Christianity. 

A CONCORDANCE to the HOLY SCRIPTURES 
of the OLD and NEW TESTAMENTS ; by the Rev. 
John Brown, of Haddington. Printed on Diamond type, 
in the 32mo. form. [Stereotyped.] 

Thb coaveDieat and beaatifal little pocket, fohimo eoataini, vaitatijD, the ame at the 
orif Inal doodecimo editka. 

SERMONS ON IMPORTANT SUBJECTS, by the 
late Rev. and pious Samuel Davies, A.M., some time 
President of the College of New-Jersey. In 3 vols. 8vo. 

To thb editloD are prelited, Memoln and Character of the Author : and two Sermons on oocuiod 
•f hb Death, by the Bev. I^ Qibbon and Finley, and ooataim all the Author^ Sermdlti ever 
pnhUdied. 

VAN HALEN'S NARRATIVE of his Imprisonment 
in the Dungeons of the Inquisition, his Escape, his Jour- 
ney to Madrid, &c. &c. 8vo. 

TALES OP A GRANDFATHER. By Walter Scott, 
Bart. First, Second, and Third Series. 

LIFE AND REMAINS OF DR. EDWARD DANIEL 
CLARKE. 8vo. 

THE CONDITION OF GREECE- By J. P. Miller. 
19mo. With a Map. 

THE RIVALS OF ESTE, anix OTHER POEMS. By 
Jambs G. Brooks and Mart E. Brooks. 12mo. 

'[TIm leveif of bnpaMOoed and daadeal numben majpitmim ftemadvea modi gnSBetlkm 
mm flw moia at Brooks, while the many-stringed harp of hb lady, the Noma of the Oooitac 
ftMp^wU*noiMhatA«cuiswwp,hMaeiiorifwevei7heaiC«-4r. r.JMircanltbJ*^ 



Works Recently Published, 

HOOPER'S MEDICAL DICTIONARY. From the 
last London Edition. With Additions, by Samuel Aksr&t, 
M.D. 8vo. [Stereotyped.] 

b oid«r to nnier thb ■ te re o type editicAi of Hoop«r^ Medical Dictioiuury man aooepbible to the 
aiddic*! public of the U&ited Statet, considerable additions have been made, particuiarly on 
Materia Medica, Mineralogy, Botany, Chemiitry, Biography, ftc. fee. 

THE BOOK OF NATURE ; being a popular Illus^ 
tration of the general Laws and Phenomena of Creation, 
&c. By John Mason Goon, M.D. and F.R.S. 8vo. 
[Stereotyped.] 

" —The work is certainly the beet phOoaophkal digest of the kind which we hare seen." 

London ManMy Rtoigvtk 

THE HISTORY OF MODERN EUROPE, from the 
rise of the Modem Kingdoms to the present period. By 
W1LLLA.M Russell, LL.D., and Willum Jones, Esq. With 
Annotations by an American. In 3 vols. 8vo. [Stereo- 
typed — ^nearly ready.] 

This History of Modem Europe being universally considered a very vahtdtit as well as a very 
inUruiint worlc, the publishers have itereotyped it uniform with the historical works of Robertson 
and Gibbon. — It will oe comprised in three octavo volumes, embellislied with copperplate eiv 
livings, and executed in such a manner as to render it worthy the patronage of the American 
public 

THE HISTORY OF THE JEWS : (Nos. I. II. and 
III. of Harper's Family Library.) By the Rev. H. H- 
MiLMAN. In 3 volum'es, 18mo. Illustrated with original 
Maps and Woodcuts. [Stereotyped.] 

*' The Editors have been most fortunate in engaging on this work the pen >of a scholar, both 
classical and scriptural, and so elegant and poweruil a writer, as the Poetry Profe ssor. Few theo- 
logical works of this oraer have appeared either in ours or in any other language. IWlie Christian 
reader of every age and sex— ana we may add of every sect— it will be a source of the purest 
delight, instruction, and comfort ; and of the infidels who open it merely that they may not remain 
in ignorance of a work placed by general conswnt in the rank of an English classic, is there not 
every reason to hope that many will lay it down in a far different mood V^—BUuAnoooiVfMageaint. 

THE HISTORY OF NAPOLEON BUONAPARTE : 
(Nos. IV. and V. of Harper's Family Library.) By J. G. 
LocKHART, Esq. In 2 vojs. 18mo. With several Cop- 
perplate Engravings. [Stereotyped.] 

** It ts, nnquevtionablv, in a bnef and tangibie form, the most popular history of Napoleon that has 
yet been produced."— kOtfai. 

THE LIFE OF NELSON : (No. VI. of Harper's 
Family Library.) By Robert Southey-, Esq. In 1 vol. 
18mo. With a Portrait. [Stereotyped.] 

'< We are oleaaed to find that each*'succeeduig number of the Family Librarv Is worthy of ttta 
nromise held out by the first numbers, and the literary talents which tney display. The present 
IS among the moet interesting of those that have yet appeared."— Coww. ' 

THE LIFE OF ALEXANDER THEJ GREAT : (No. 
VII. of Harper's Family Library.) By Rev, J, Willums. 
In 1 vol. 18mo. With a Map. [Stereotjrped.] 

« Judging by the present specimen, the Family Library nmd bteome a fiurourlte U) all damii 
ttJL bcaefit society in genural."— £. Jvumal. 



Works RecerUly PMishea. 

STORIES OP A BRIDE. By the Author of " The 
Mummy .*^ In 2 toIs. 12mo. 

** We Uka Omm vofaaMi aeeadia^y ; the mmliTM u« voy intemtiac ; ths ehrlp k » 
graatfU ■• it b tpkihtdf uid the fnme-wofk both novel aad pictaraqde. The yjuas neinii ii 

exeeOeatljr dnwa, ud her ttlUug in love b well nemged .- Thie k a very ari(iael, u 

wallet Mftueieir work, ead one which we think will be OBivemllj liked for iti piqoaiaqr aad aid* 
■»tiak"--Land0f» LOerary Oautte. 

** Theie era aaiBeled and foj eMwi«f 9loriee."->Ceiir< /ourmij. 



RYBRENT DE CRUCE. A Novel. In 2 vols, 
12mo. 



•*Thii Novd liOMer Ow OMtt iaMliiMt and iotenrtii« thai Ote MaeaD baa pndnDSd."- 
ComtJamnaL 

**Tbii k a Teiy cl«fer NoreL— The Aatbor ie oae fmn whom we eapect mach entertaioBUBt.' 



PRIVATE LIFE. A Novel. In 2 vols. 12mo. 

".Admfaa&le Tolnmee, with lU poaible ckim to attention. ... It ie a work of wboee talent aad 
iliUty its aalhor auijr be Jvedj ptoa±P— London Literary QazttU, 



THE LAST OF THE PLANTAGENETS. An 
Hiflioricftl Romance. In 2 vols. 12mo. 

** Tbeae Tolomee contain one of the noet faithful and delicate namtive* that the T^hole library 
of Eagliah Romance can fumiih. llie plaintivenew, purity, and aimplicity of the diction, and the 
mnaaitie quietneM, the onaffeeted tendemen, and ue repoee of the iacidenta, matt rcoder this 
wsA a perBMUKBt favowite with all readers oi taste and feelios."— vSUot. 

" Tkt Lmd of tkMPbuUagmuU Is written by one evidently master of his'subject, who must haie 
tamed ever aaay a pondafooi Tolnme fer fnb ake of the lighter, bat much more valuable ones 
bofon M.*v-I,a. GeaetU. 

STRATTON HILL. A Tale of the CivU Wars. In 
2 vols. 12mo. 

** Thai is a conridoable sban of talent displayed in these Tolames, and they alio bear evideaee 
of sooM research and indostxy. The aeenes which the author has chosen for the location of ha 
dianden and incidents, are mw, and as yet untouched."— JVeto- Ark Mirror. 

•—J* \tsej elecaatly written— fnrtiaiate too, in having its author^ haunted noond, Cornwall, no- 
trodden— Mending historical infonnatioik with antiquarian ezactness— treating of a most ezeitiiij 
period— we cannot but highly coounend Stratton HjHa."— London LiUrary GixuiU. 

THE SCHOOL OF FASHION. A Novel. In 2 
vols. 12mo. 

** This prodnetion bean avideBoe of being written by a pason well acquainted with the qmer 
dichs of Ufe— is spirited, and an agreeable pnxiuction for the lovers of romance;— it ooalSiM 
■any hints Oat ongtit not to be thrown away."— Xiffmry Gazette. 

<* This noTd originated in a convenation at one of Oe late sotres* at Devonshire Bomo. i> 
whidi one of the parties (a Countess) happeniur to say that in all the fashionable novels extant, 
•w naia features of high life had not been fully developed, was clnllenged to write a star* 
bafseU Thfs fair lady undertook the task accordingly, and we are pleased in being abl« tr «f 
tet in its pe r foamiance, she has sooeeedad to adniiation."- Ttnua. 

TALES OF MILITARY LIFE. In 2 vols. 12mo. 
By the Author of « The Military Sketch Book." 

"The p^ndpal scene of th» venr striking narration is in Ireland, and the incidents are eooaaM 
•i wUh Bioee stirring times in which the celebrated Emmet bore so conspicuous a part. TU 
■yrtwlii Hai riots— the struige history of the hero, and the extraordinary nature of tne charar 
•s^ ImsistlblT fix the attention of the reader; and while the military pcniion of the incidents k.- 
nmmnd fmmaamt, the political and romantic features assist in the general 'attraction and rffal ' 

New MonMy MigaamS. 

THE DOOM OP DEVORGOIL, and AUCHIN 
DRANE. By Walter Scott, Bart. 12mo. 



Works Recently Fuoiishea, 

NARRATIVE OF DISCOVERY AND ADVENTURE 
IN AFRICA, from the earliest ages to the present time. 
With Illustrations of the Greology, Mineralogy, and Zoo- 
logy. By Professor Jabieson, James Wilson, and Hugh 
MtfRRAY, Esq. With a Map, and Wood Engravings. (No. 
XVI. of the Family Library.) 

*' It will be fenerally admitted, that the best foundation of uaefUl knowledge 
is laid in an extensiTe acquaintance with the realities of natufe and of human 
life. The representations of the aspects of nature, the yicissitudes of human 
life, and the varied features of human character, cmiyey not instruction raer^x, 
bat also afSMTd an exhaustless store ot solid and rational entertainment." 

THE HISTORY OF CHIVALRY. By G. P. R. James, 
Esq., Author of " De L'Orme," « Damley," " Richelieu," 
&c. &c. 18mo. (No. XVII. of the Family Library.) 

Those who have read BCr. James's popular works entitled *' Richelieu," 
** Damley," and ** De L'Orme," will require no opinion on the merits of the 
present work. The authmr says, in his Preflice, " I wished to write upon Chi- 
ralry and the Crusades, because I ftncied that in the hypotheses of many other 
authors I had discovereid yarious errors and misstatements, which gave a fUse 
mipression of both the institution and the enterprise ; and I have endeavoured, 
in patting fcnrth my own view of the subject, to advance no one point, however 
minute, which cannot be justified by indisputable authority » 

LIVES OF EMINENT PAINTERS, SCULPTORS, 
AND ARCHITECTS. By Allan Cunningham. 18mo. 
(Family Library.) 

** a work of sterling value to all lovers of the wrta.**— Carlisle Journal 
** This is a book which must be popular."— fdtndur^A Saturday Post, 
** We must recommend the reader to peruse the work, in which he will finil 
mach to amuse, and much to inspire him with the love of the fine arts." 

Sl^ffleld Mercury, 

THE PLAYS OF PHILIP MASSINGER. Dlustrated 
with Explanatory Notes ; and adapted to the use of Fami- 
lies and Young Persons, by the omission of exceptionable 
passages. 18mo. (Family Library— Dramatic Series.) 

** The early British Drama forms so important a portion of our literature, 
that a * Family LUfrary' would be incomplete without it. A formidable obstacle 
to the publication of our early plays, however, consists in the occasional impu- 
rity of their dialogue. The edit(»rs of the Family Library have, therefore, judi- 
ciously determine on publishing a selection of old Plays, omitting all such 
passages as are inconsistent with modem delicacy. The task of separation re- 
quires great ddll and discretion, but these qualities we have no apprehension 
of not m^g, in the Aillest degree requisite, in the editors, who, by this purify- 
ing process, will perform a service bow to the public and to the authors, whom 
tMy wiU thereby draw forth flrom unmerited obscurity,"— uimtic Journal, 

FRANCE IN 1839-30. ByLADYMoROAir. 2yols.l2mo. 

*<It is a deligfatAil work, gay, sparkling, piquant, and metaphysical."— Sun.) 
** Lady Morgan's light and graceful pen touches everything, exhanirts nothing : 

ike gtves us peqw into lift whieh none but an acate and an obsenrant wosrai 

««la (tamMt'^— Sootnum. 



Works RecenUy Published* 

THE HISTORY OF THE JEWS : (Nos. !• II. & HI. 
of the Family Library.) By the Rev. H. H. Mihnan. In 
3 volumes, 18mo. Illustrated with original Maps and 
Woodcuts. 

• The Editon bftvc been ovwt fnrtvMto l> engafiac on ttiii wwfe tiw pan of a Khohr. boA 
dawcml tad leriptanlt and w eleganl and powtrful a writer, aa the Poetiy Fnb$ut. Few OariO' 
fieal wofta of tliia order bare appoandeitber in 9un or in aiqr other laafoaga. To ttia CbifaliaB 
reader of eveir aga and tex— and we Diay add of everr wet— ft will be« miroe of the pucit d» 
Ufbt, inatmctioe, and uwnfort : and of the infidels whaopen it inereir Hwt thqr may not notaia 
in iKOOiaita of a work placed 67 aenenJ oonaent in the rank of an En^iih Cttaaic, ia tfaCM net 
•ver> reaann to hope that many will lay it down in a Car diffawBt mood W 

** Tboa^h the mbjed ia trite, the manner of treating it ia rach at^to coounand oar deemt attw 
tloa. While the work baa truth and nniplicitjr raou^ to faarinate a child, it iawrittaiwia 
a maaterliiMW of the fubject and an elegance of compoaition that will pleaee me moat ntfaad aal 
Caatklioui reader."— £dutZi. Satttrday^t Pod. 

* It eaniwt help being one of the moat deeply intereatiag Inxka of the day: it ia ianlnabk is 
the Christian schoiar."— ^irm. JoumaL 

** Tlie most pb^nilar history ot the sooa of Israel that baa hiflierto been poblidiad. The hi^hait 
auLoniuin we can pass np<)o the work under notice is to urge its purcLaae, fhxn a oomrictian of ill 
Blrikiog and permaneot worth."— Arksfctrs ClirorM*. 

** 'ilte woik ia admirably adapted fbr the iastnction of yonth."— <SAe/^IeU CouranL 

**\Ve are acquainted with no work which we can more heartily recommend to our iwden* 
to the youugwr {tart of them especially, we are sure it will prove a moat acceptable present" 

Litermry Qtutttt. 
** Tl« narrative of the various and highly interaatinc events In that period flows on in a <»|»« t^ 
style ; and a thomurh knowledge of his sut.'vct is eviden* in every page. The work is trtrfhid 
well arranged, and lull of inftinnatio&, and of a wiae and well cultivated raligiaw spirit." 

jlUiauman. 
** It is not too mach to say, that to the Christian reader, of every age and sex, it wQl be a aavcs 
of the purest delif ht, instructioa, aiid comfort.*^— CorA Southern aeparUr. 

** It is onepf tbnae rare publications which unite all the attraction of novelty, and all the bonrflai 
of finished atid spirited composition.— We cannot close without stromgly reoommeadinr the Hir 
toiT of tl.e Jews as a work equally enterHinlng to age and Instructive to youth. atikeacceDtaUa 
*o the ignorant, and to be perused with pleasure by the learned."— T^w ifcrcui^. 

THE EXCLUSIVES. A Novel. In 2 vols. 12mo. 

" * The Exc'uaives' win exdte more attention than any worit of a simOar daa has done Am 
•Tremaihe.' It will do thb for several reasons; partly from its namo-etill moraftvoi tbs 
COTiouty which has been raised respecting the alleged eminent station of its vmter-but iMMtof 
all from ila intrinsic qualities and characteriatica. rrhe Ezclmive^ is emphaticallv and ' ezcb* 
aively,' a pictiire of fashionable life in the present day. It is written with mat cenenl abiUtfu. 
Witt a fine sense of the mixed motives of human action, so fiir aa its observatious extend— with a 
mtBcient insight into the leading and permanent passiona and affections of the heart— with a D«> 
fectknowledre of the society m which all its sceneavre placed— and finallr, with an air of sma 
riority over all the matters whkh oompoae those scenes, and the petaoos who frcqaeat them."^ 

Court JoumaL 

THE RIVALS. A Novel. By the Author of « The 
Collegians^'' &c. In 2 volumes, 12mo. 

•For tooch«a<W matdM and most hSgbly-wronght interest, w« make me. 

Ir-n if any thing of "»he «ind ever took precedency of the Stonea of this writer : and their dbd 
must be to raise their young author high in the rank of ilinstrioos namea, now aecnrelv .■*«mm-^ 
iuthereoordsof literature, and highest of all in the annals of piecodousgeniua." »-■—*— 

"We cannot help aaying, that we consider then Tdee as among the moat deeidv intenstitf of 
eontemporary roiDaacea." ' * 

** They place their author on a level with the moat spirited painter of natiohal vamatM m m 
lufpMfl^'f-^idt Literary Gazette^ IVner, Matf TravUkrf ftc he. — -n" ■ ■• 

LAWRIE TODD; or, The Settlers in the Woods. 
ByJohn Gait, Esq. Author of " The Annals of the Parish," 
"The Ayrshire Legatees," &c. In 2 vols. 12mo. 

Oe nunarooa admimv of Mr. OaIt% previoai wrn^ 

likdT to aiar<a» gwiend lata <^ the yomcMt-tliator bmag a fi5SSS«Si" 



•To 
•hiUte 



Works Recently PMished. 

GOOD'S (Dr. John Mason) STUDY OF MEDICINE. 
In 5 vob. 8vo. A new edition. With additions by 
Samuel Cooper, M.D. 

** Dr. GootTi extensive reading and retenhve memoiy enable him to enliTen the moit oominon 
elemcnteiy details, by interweaving curious, uncommon, or illustrative examples in almost every 

Exge. — We have no hesitation In pronouncing the work, beyond all comparison, the best of the 
iiid in the Knglish language. With the naval, the military, the provincial, and the colonial 
pnctitioncr, the worlc liefoie us ought at- once to supersede me unscientific compilation ot Dr. 
Thomas— and it will do so." — Medioo-Chinirg. Reoieut. 

. THE WORKS of the Rev. JOHN WESLEY, A.M. 
With his LIFE. Complete in 10 vols. 8vo. From the 
last London Edition. With a Portrait. 

These Works should form a part of every Christian's library ; and to the MeOiodist they are in* 
dispensable. The fkrmoru are comprised in three volumes— the Afifoellaneota Works also ia 
thiee volumes— and the Jouriud in four volumes. ' Each Woiic may be obtained sq^ianUely. 

PRESENT STATE OF CHRISTIANITY, and of 

the Missionary Establishments for its Propagation, in all 
Parts of the World. Edited by Frederic Schoberl. 12mo. 

Schoberl'j work on the " Present State of Christianity" is highly spoken of, and contains a com- 
pL idiiini of MiMiouu-y ezertioos from the earliest ages ot Christianity to the present timss. It is 
a w-ork which way be consulted with advantage by all denominations; as it is written with a 
truly 'Jhrisiirin spirit, and gives due credit toevery sect for their exertions and labours. The work 
is concise, ;;i ving a summary, or the result, of Missionary labours in all parts of the world, and con* 
tains the maltum in paroo. 

LETTERS FROM THE iGGEAN. By James Emer- 
soxN, Esq. In 1 vol. 8vo. , 

** The work of Mr. Emerson is repTete with amusement from first to last ; it contains much 
valuable historic and political information; but is principally deserving of praise for the accuracr 
of lis remarks on human life, and the thousand interesting narratives by which these are illustrated.^ 

Ntw-¥ark Crttic 

THE LITERARY REMAINS OP THE LATE 
HENRY NEELE, Author of the « Romance of His- 
tory," &c. &c.— consisting of Lectures on English Po- 
etry, Tales, and other Miscellaneous Pieces m Prose and 
Veiee. 8vo. • 

'< The work is one well calculated to repaj uk attentive pernaal, aad cannot but prove highly 
Wertaiuiit^ to every reader."— iVino-ForA Criiic 

RELIGIOUS DISCOURSES. By a LAYMAN. Se- 
cond Edition. 18mo. 

** Tl^ese Sermons are remarkable, as a literary curiosiHr. The work will be read with avidity 
for thousands arc doubtless anxious to be informed of Sir Walter^ opinions in matters of reli 
giou.^— New Montbly Magaxine. 

ELEMENTS OF SURVEYING. With Copperplate 
Engravings. By Charles Davies, Professor of Mathe- 
matics, U. S. Military Academy. Svo. 

A TABLE OF LOGARITHMS, of Logarithmic Sines, 
and a Traverse Table. 12mo. 

Thm Tables beiof stenotTped, no pains or expense have be«o ipeved to render them pcifeeOf 



Worki JRecenUy Published. 

THE REMINISCENCES OP THOMAS DIBDIl^. 
Author of the " Cabinet," &c. &c. 2 vols, in 1, 8vo. 



** DMisN Smmmiaetnem wiB b« ItMiiid to eostua a lan^ partion of enrioiH hiftoiy rdatio; fo 
Ik* inwlffiwi wid odals coaneeM with tbe lotenul muaxoBent of our nationiJ theatrei Qua any 
oUmt work •ztaat. Tb« lettm writteo to Mr. Uibdin by Mr. SboidaiH Gtorgt ColOttii, Hean 
UuTte. Thoinu Hanrtt, Mr. Whitbreutf, Dmwiu Kioaunl, Petar Moore, Mr. Arnold, and Mr. EUi 
•toa u>«r publiahad. fcr the fint time, exhibit SaatU of tim Ormn-Soom, hicbly amaaing 4o tbe 
pablk, and jarticnlarljr patifyias to the lovon of the Dnuna.**— Homtnf ChronieU. 

WAITER COLYTON. A Tale. In 2 vols. 12mo., 
By the Author of " Brambletye House," " Zillah," &c. &c. 

** Tha attllnr has mat power, Tarjr great power ; and while readinf hhn, we fied that we have 
a auuiat to deal with ; and if he do not reach the grandear to which the author <a Wvnritj 
oeoa^onalJy ritee. bit coom ie more regular, hie vigov better raitained, and a more steady iotereil 
k kept op tbrauipuML—ikUninH^h Magaziru. 

THE NEW FOREST. A Novel. In 2 vols. 12mo. 
By the author of " Brarabletye House," " Zillah," &c. &c. 

*' To air that this novel b by the author of ' BrunUetye Hoon.' impliee that it it lively, grtphi^ 
and torcihla ; and Mch muat be the gaBeral iaipreiiioB of * The New Forest.' ^— Court JottnuU. 

THE COLLEGIANS. A Novel. In 2 vols. 12mo. 

* The iteni imbecility of the heart-brokea gentleman may be compared in eflfeet and in toodi 
iof beauty, to that mott beautiful and impaMioned scene in tbe 'Antiquary,' the FithenBaB^ 
lameotatioo over his son. Can praise go higher y- ■S f Atator. 

THE RIVALS. A Novel. By the Author of «* Tlu 
Coll€gianSf\ &c. In 2 volumes, 12mo. 

** For louchee of gennlne pathos, simplicity, and most highly*WToa^t interest -ve make qoe^ 
lion if any thing of the kind ever took precedency of the Stories of uis %mtei ; and their effcel 
most be to raise their youn< anthor bi^h in Uie rank of illustrious names, now lecurely estabHshe* 
in the records of literature^ and highest of all in tlie annals of precocious genius.*'— Jbcamtnsr. 

HUNGARIAN TALES. In 2 vols. 12mo. By the 
Author of "The Lettre de Cachet," and "Romances 
of Real Life." 

* ——Written with great i^gov and parity of style, highly intereeting iB the devdoperaent cf 
Via stories, and abounding with fine and graphic description| of character, as well as of tadtermt 
objects.'^— JVeto- Fork Aftrror. 

ROMANCES OF REAL LIFE. In 2 vols. 12mo. By 
the Author of " Hmigarian Tales." 

** For a light, free, flowing, and truly feminine style, we know not where to look for Mra 
Charles Oote's equal among living female writers, or her superior uaamt dead ones. ^ 
is a ebarming writer, and one who will not easily find a rival, except in— hersdf. In other wonk 
she, and she only, is the writer who can make us foiget tbe pleasure whidh we have received fnv 
thoN * Bouaiiciis of Aeal Life."^Cbur< /oMriMri. 

COMING OUT; and THE FIELD OF THE FORTY 
FOOTSTEPS. Novels. By Misses Jjlne and Akka 
Maria Porter. In 2 vols. 12mo. 

**Theae woric3 are a proud teetimnny, not oob to the Hsterij love of ttieae tadiM. but to Ibk 
Wghattaiameala.'^jrMo-rbrAJfthxr. —o -««, in« w .^ 

THE BARONY. A Novel. In] 2 vols. 12mo ^ By 
Kiss Anna Maria Porter. 

«*Thbi| a dehghtfnl work-it wil' be. aad deserves to be, li^^po|ralar.» -Zff. 



Wor^ RecenUy PviUAed. 

DOMESTIC DUTIES'; or Instructions to Married 
Ladies. By Mrs. William Parkbs. In 1 vol. ISmo. 
[Stereotyped.] 

" The Tolumebefora as h one of thoae pnetieal woito, which art of rad valoa and atflttr. 
It iutfMifect tiadt muum ftar the Biarriad lady, who mav retort to it onallqaartiona of hooidioKl 
eooBomT and etiquette— Then is nothing omitted irith which it bahoow a lady to be ae> 
qaahitetL'^— ^MRO Mont/ify Magi 

THE COOK'S ORACLE, AND HOUSEKEEPER'S 
MANUAL. By William Kitchiner, M.D. Adapted to 
the American Public, by a Medical Gentleman. 12mo. 
[Stereotyped.] 

" This Is a very good book— not calculated, as many may tainxMe, to Dromote Innry and 
CKcesi in eatiu, but imparting information tliat will enable nousekeepen b diminiab ttinr ex* 
penses, while they add to their enjoyments.**— ^V. Y. Jmerieon. 

" Dr. Kttchinei^ Manual, combining, as it does, for every rank of life, all that is nseftil in 
domestic arrangements, witn much that is amusing, will, we venture to say, be in possessioD of 
every one that can possibly obtain it. The poor man will soon gain from its maxims Of ihicality 
nwre than its cost, and the rich will find its price tenfold in the Increased delicacies of his table." 

jy. F. Courisr aniJBnquirtr* 

ENGLISH S YNONYMES, with copious lUustrations 
and Explanations, drawn from the best Writers. By 
George Crabb, M.A. A new Edition, enlarged. 8vo. 
[Stereot3rped.] 

'*Tbe work is valuable to every reader; bnt it is preoioos to fh» student, and almoit indie* 
pensable to the public writer.*'— iV. Y. Merc JSda% 

LIFE OF LORD BYRON. By Thomas Moore, Esq. 
In 2 vols. 8vo. With a Portrait. [Stereotyped.] 

*' This is the best piece of biography of modem days, not exoeptinf Soathey^ Lift of Nelsoa, 
Lockha.t% splendid biography of Bums."— Aocfttoood's Mataennt, 



or 



THE HISTORICAL WORKS of the Rev. WILLIAM 
ROBERTSON, D.D. ; comprising his HISTORY of 
AMERICA; CHARLES V.; SCOTLAND, and INDU. 

In3vols. 8vo. Embellished with Plates. [Stereotjrped.T 

Harper^ edition of these valodile standard worlu is far superior, in r.ery rsspeet, to any oth« 
edition ever published in this country ; and is to be preferred to Jones's University edition, as the 
type is larger, the printing aud paper are equally good, and they are sold ftir less than the cash price 
of that condensed edition. Each volume is a separate histray in itself} and may be inurcoasad 
separately, or bound uniformly with the other volumes in sets. 

GIBBON'S HISTORY of the DECLINE and FALL 
of the ROMAN EMPIRE. In 4 vols. 8vo. With Plates. 
[Stereotyped.] 

Harper^ edition of Gibbon^ History is stereotyped, and great can has ben takM to mder It 
eorrect and perfect The dates originally introduced by the author arepnserved in Uie TsUes o( 
Contents prefixed to the Volumes, and also imbodied in the text. "nSat will render the preseol 
edition decidedly preferable to thfijCnglish edition in four voluoM^ as in the latter (h« dMS aad 
Tshl« of Ckntsnts an entirely ^^^d. 

COOPER'S SURGICAL DICTIONARY. In 2 vols 
8vo. Greatly improved and enlarged by the Author* 
[Stereot3T)ed.] 

Re^enMy rrv'wtd by Mr. Conpe cciit>.*ns s^'>v^ two hundred pages' of matter 

wriginal, besidM numerous notes a icaa SurguuM 



Works Recently Pubiishta- 

THE HISTORICAL WORKS of the Rev. WILLIAM 
ROBERTSON, D.D.; comprising his HISTORY of 
AMERICA; CHARLES V.; SCOTLAND, and INDLA.. 
In 3 vols. 8vo. Embellished with Plates. 



Barpv^ adftiaa of Amm valtutlil* itaadard warki k &r Mpertor, in efoy raped, to tof oHmt 
•iilko avar paUnHfed is Uiif oouatrj ; and U lo be preferrea to Jooei^ Umvemtf editioii. w tta 



tne i* brnr, tbe pristine lad paper are equally pwd, aad tbcy an told liar lea than 
pnee of that eoadeund editioo. EachToiumei* awpantahiatoiyio itnli j and ouybep 
i^nlilj, or booBd laJfonuly with the other volumea io leti. 

GIBBON'S HISTORY of the' DECLINE andFALL 
of the ROMAN EMPIRE. ln4vols. 8vo. With Plates. 

KatpefS editioa of OibboD^ Hiitnry n ttrreotTpnl, asd |[(reat care hu been takes to readrr «' 
comKt and perfect. Tbe dates origlually inlnxiuerd by (be author are preaerred in the Tabl>-s 
Cocteata prnksed to tbe Voltusea, and also embodied in tbe text. Thii wiU render the ^tte- 
editioa dMidadvy preiec«ble to tbe Cnfliah cduioo m four vuiuaida, aa in the latter the dates •» 
Taltlea of CMateata are entirely omitted. 

HOOPER'S MEDICAL DICTIONARY. From the 
last London Edition. With Additions, by Samuel Aker- 
ly, M.D. 8vo. 

Ib order to nader thia ateraotjrpe editkm of Hooner's Medical Dictl'wanr ninre acceptable to 

lerablead<l' ' 



Ibe medical public of the Uoited States, considerable additions have been made^ paitidiUriy os 
Materia Madica, Miaenlogy, Botay, Chenuatry, Biography, Ac fte. 

GOOD'S (Dr. John Mason) STUDY OF MEDICINE. 
In 5 vols. 8vo. A new edition (Oct. 1829). With addi- 
tions by Samuel Cooper, M.D. 

** Dr. Qood^ extensive rMdinc and retentiTe Btemeiy enaole him to aoliren ttie mmt eonmon 
elemwntary details, by (nterweeving cunoua, uneoojnon. or lUostratlTe examples in almoit every 
page.— We have no hesitation in pn>nouQcin{ the wort, wjaoA ail comparison, the best of te Idnl 
in dw English language. With the naval, tbe military, the provincial} aikl the oohmial pnctitioneiv 
the work beCore ua owcht at once to supenede the onaciontific oompilaiioaof Dr. Thomaa— and it 
will do so.'*— lfiH(ae(»'Okinuf . Avtcuu 

THE BOOK OF NATURE ; bemg a popular Illustra- 
tion of the general Laws and Phenomena of Creation, in 
its Unorganized and Organized, its Corporeal and Mental 
Departments. By John Mason Good, M.D. and F.R.S. 
InonevoL 8vo. 



: B cartiUbr ttto bert i^rikMopUcal dicMt of ilto kiad which we knv* M 

\ 

GIBSON'S SURVEYING. Improved and enlarged. 
By James Rjran, Teacher of Mathematics, &c. 8vo. 

HISTORICAL VIEW of the LITERATURE of the 
SOUTH OF EUROPE. By M- De Sismondi. Trans- 
lated from the Original, with Notes. By Thomas Ros- 
coe,£8q. In 2 large vols. 8vo. 

"Thbksavahnhleand lyiteresttncwork. It ivesenlia bradind genml Tiewef flMTMeaad 
pnoflM of modem litantiure, whi^ will be read by tho« who are untufrrmed ob th« hMmI 
WMh aqnl fralificatioB and improvemenL"— /Vinv 7tnM8 



Works Recenxty Publuked. 

THE flISTORY OF THE JEWS : (Nos. 1. II. & IB. 
of the Family Library.) By the Rev. H. H. Milman. In 
3 volumes, 18mo. Illustrated with original Mapa and 
Woodcuts. 

'^Tbe high' attunmaits of Profe«nr Milman, u a clanical and biblical icholar, art too wtQ 
koown to requira an extended notice from us ; and it will be sufficient to aay .'4bat the deep renairck 
evinced in tnis work, ia only eaoalled by the beauty of the style in which the history m the nx»t 
eztraoidioary nation in the world is gresented; free from the IU>les with which it has too often 
been clothed, and far removed from the tediouaneis inseparable from the perusal of Jcsephus."— ' 
Itarocmtil* MverUtr. 

" Professor H. H. Milman is one of the most chaste and dassical writers of the age. His BamvtoA 
Lectnres contain some^f the most glowing and graphic descriptions which we ever read. Tfal 
Bi^ry of the Jews embraced in the volumes before us, has adready passed through three editione 
in England, and i9 highly and justly commended by many of the most respectable periodiods of that 
•ount^."— ^. Y. Journal of Commerct. 

" It is written in a very interesting manner— in a more philosophical spirit, aq^ with mora 
depth of reflection, than is generally found in histories of this nature. It is not wanting in 
ftistorioal condenation, at the same time that the colouring of the style is lively and picturesque."— 
JV. F. Evening Pott. 

*'The vdumes before us are tram the pen of a writer who holds a high place in the republic 
•f letters, and contain a History of the Jews, the perusal oC. which must prove extremely interet(> 
aig to the scholar and the Christian."— 7ru<A Tdler. 

" The name of the author alone is a strong recommendation 'ef the work. Its simplicity will 
owage the attention of the young readrr, and gratify all. To youth it is one of the best of UxAh 
The Christian will be delighted and instructed by it."—Mbany DaUy Advertiser. 

*' We feel confident, from the interesting nature of the subject, and the acknowledged talents 
of the Author, that its success will be great."— JV. F. Commercial Adoertinr. 

** The name of Milman is familiar on this side of the Atlantic, as a scholar and a poet, and IJus 
history will, it seems to be conceded on all bands, add laigely to nu reputation."- A'. T. dmenean. 

" Mr. Milman, whose great merits as a writer are acknowledged bv every reader of taste In this 
countjy, has taken the facts furnished by early and r^ent writers, and in his felicitous stvle las fur 
nidied one of the most interesting books that we have for some time examined. Notwithstanding 
the familiarity of most geueral readers with many of the circumstances narrated by the author, 
there is so much of the air of novelty in the manner df recital, that none can read it without 
iaereasing pleasure.— Cfn ited States Gazette. 

"■ This is a work which must meet with a welcome reception among all classes of readers. It is 
one'.of those rare productions which unite all the charms of novelty, without the aid of romance; 
and combine all the beauties of elegant and spirited composition, without inverting at all fhwa 
the record of historical facts.'-— «Ammean Traveller. 

" This History of the Jews is the best we have ever veen.'^—NitwEngland Palladium. 

* * The style in which it is written is remarkably lucid and elegant ; attractive by its general 
suwothness and simplicity, yet animated and forcible. The work must b« popubur, smd 1M doubt 
not ranked among the classics of the language."— Softnnore RepxMifan. 

"■ The volumes before usf<ars occupied by a learned and elesant History of the Jews, by the Rev. 
H. H. Milman, a writer well known in the literary worla by many successful efforts ift pjia 
and verse. A work of this kind, arranged to suit the taste of modem times, and freed fmm the 
prolixity of the ancient chronicles, has been much wanted for popular circulation. Mr. Milmaa^ 
Listory will meet, precisely, the wishes of the public."— Aufon Statesman* 

• " Mr. Milman's work is calculated to interest and instruct a greater munber of readers of aU 
ages, than any book which has been produced for many yean.*— Philadelphia Dathf Chranidt. 

<* No man need fear, in procnring a work by Dr.Milman, that he will regret hii pindMne.'^ 
Morning Berald. 

* The Editors have been most fortunate in engaging on this woi^ the pen df a eChdar. both 
classical vaA scriptural, and so elegant and powerful a writer, as the Poetry Professor. Few tbeolo* 
l^cal vrorks of this orde» have appeared either in ours or in an^ other language. To ttw Christian 
reader of every age and sex— and we may add of every sect— it will be a sovoe of the poreet d*> 
li^t, instruction, and comfort : and of tho infidels who open it merely that they may not ranaia 
in ignorance of a work placed oy general consent in the rank of an Ens^ish classic^ is there not 
•very reason to hope that many will lay it down in a Cir different mood 1" 

Mtdiwood^ MtdguMim- 

** "nMrngh the subject'ia trite, the manner of treating it it tnch as to command onr deepest attan 
6011. While the work has truth and simplicity enoufh to fssdnate a child, it is written tritb 
a nasteriinesB of the subject and an dennce of composition that will please the most nAned and 
Caatidioas reader. ><-'£eftnA. Saturdaif^sPoet. 

** It cannot help being one of the most deeply interesting worke of the day: It is InvaMbtoli 
Im Christian sdiolar."— ftrm. JoumaL 

** Themost popular history of the sons of Israel that has hitherto been pnblished. Tha bt^teel 
eaeonium we can pass upon tha wotk under notice is ta urge its pvchasa, (torn a conviction of it 
linking and pennanent worth."— AriUMrs ChroniU*. 



Works Recently PuUithetL 

THE LIFE OF LORD B YROt^. By John Galt, Esq. 
ISmo. (No. IX. of the Faniily Library.) 

•* If the work be not popalar, we pity the taste which has auAnd itself te 
be misled fhxn the dug appreciatloa of wwks like that before vm."--l£dinbvrgk 
J£v0HmfPo9i. 

THE LIFE OF MOHAMMED, Founder of the Reli- 
ffion of Islam, and of the Empire of the Saracens. By 
me Rev. Gcorgi Bush, A.M. With a Plate. 18mo. 
(No. X. of the Family Library.) 

"This Tolnme embraces a portion of history extremely interesting to the 
reader, and the work well deserves a place among the others comprising the 
valuable series of the Family Library.'*— £v€iun^ Jofurnal. 

LETTERS ON DEMONOLOGY AND WITCH- 
CRAFT. By Sir Walter Scott, Bart. 18mo. (No. 
XI. of the Family Library.) 

" It would be difficult to select a more hiteresting subject for the pen of a man 
of genius than that of popular superstitions. To say that Scott has made 
more of it than any other man could have done, is only to add another tribute 
and testimony to bis acknowledged inne^minaioe."— Soston Statesman. 

THE HISTORY OF THE BIBLE. By the Rev. G. 
R. Gleio. (Nos. XU. & XIII. of the Family Library.) 
2 vols. 18mo. With a Map of Palestine. 

" An able manual of Scripture Wabary /'—LiUrary Oazettc. 

" The author, having chuiged the proftssion of the sword for that of the 
€?roH8, carries into saored litnraiure the talent and vigour which made his 
* Subaltern* so interesting.'*— iV. Y. American. 

NARRATIVE OF DISCOVERY AND ADVENTURE 
IN THE POLAR SEAS AND REGIONS. With^Illus- 
trations of their Climate, Geology, and Natural History ; 
and an Account of the Whale Fishery. By Professor 
Leslie, Professor Jabceson, and Hugh Murray. (No. 
XIV. of the Family Library.) 18mo. With a Map and 
numerous Engravings. 

" The style is fhmiliar, concise, and eonmrelMBalye. The author is aa ex- 
eellent model for modem historians. Iliiis volume will greatly enhance the 
Talue of the Family library."'— ^{frony Evening Jotumai. * 

THE LIFE AND TIMES OF GEORGE IV. With 
Anecdotes of Distinguished Persons of the last fifty Years. 
By the Rev. George Crolt, A.M. (No. XV. of the Fa- 
nuly Library.) 18mo« Containing a Portrait. 

**The book is altogether sudi a wmdi as might be expected flrom a maa of 

etrmg sense hnd practised literature It abounds with profound obaenratioas. 

The force and talent of the whole will be acknowledged by every reader of dis 
tvnuofBoV*'— Literary Gazette, 
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